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Summary: Merida, Rapunzel, Jack, and Hiccup are back for their third year at Hogwarts. After a troubling second year, things seem to have calmed down at the school. But between the new classes, trips to Hogsmeade, a very demanding Queen Elinor and, of course, Pitch Black and Mother Gothel on the loose, the Big Four hardly have a moment to relax.





	1. Prologue

"Some say our destiny is tied to the land, as much a part of us as we are of it. Others say-" -M

"Why are you quoting others? Why not say what you think?" -J

"Excuse me, but I am trying to narrate here!" –M

"Why do you get to narrate? Last I checked, this story was about all of us." –J

"Can you two ever stop fighting?" -H

"I'll stop when she stops!" –J

"I'll stop when he stops!" –M

"Let's compromise, Flynn did such a nice job last time, maybe he could be persuaded to do it again?" –H

"What do you say, Flynn?" -R

"Me? Narrate? No, No. Last time I narrated I got one chapter. Not even one chapter, just a section of a chapter. I want more screen time." –E

"Oh, come on, Eugene. You get a whole movie with me." –R

"You narrate for Rapunzel all the time. You even admitted that it wasn't your story." –J

"If I were you, I would take it. Who knows how much screen time you'll get in this book? This prologue might be your only chance to tell your side of the story." –M

"My side of the story? Finally. Someone wants to hear my side." –E

"Don't forget to include our prologue." –R

* * *

><p>"Sure thing, Blondie. This is not the story of how I died. Actually, this is not my story at all. This is the tale of Princess Rapunzel, from the Kingdom of Corona. Though she was born a princess, she has lived her life in a tower with her caretaker Mother Gothel, leaving only for school. It is the story of Princess Merida, a muggleborn girl who wants to be free. It is the story of Hiccup, a skinny boy from an island plagued by dragons, and the story of Jack Frost, a poor boy with incredible ice powers.<p>

"A few years ago I was a student at Hogwarts like them. That all changed one day when I learned that the Potions master, Pitch Black, was trying to kill the four children. I was kicked out; my new life's purpose to expose Pitch for the villain he was. I spent the next few years learning how to steal and, better yet, how to escape the guards.

"While I was busy perfecting my techniques, the four children were growing suspicious of Pitch on their own, especially when he and Mother Gothel orchestrated attacks on Hogwarts. Though they never found any proof that he was outright attacking the school, they did manage to find the Sandman and stop the attacks on the school.

"With the school now deemed safe and the four children entering adolescence, they hope that this will be a relatively peaceful year free from strife. Yeah, right. Somehow stories never seem to go that smoothly, especially when I'm involved. But I won't bog you down with the details here. That's what the rest of the story is for."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Sorry for the wait. Computer problems, plus having to research all the new classes (like Divination) and new locations (like Hogsmeade), plus difficulty in deciding a title equals a long update time. Even now I am only about halfway done with this story. I'm sorry to have to ask you to wait longer, especially when some of you are already waiting for the final Guardians of Childhood book and final How to Train your Dragon book.**

**My computer problems have been fixed so, hopefully, I can get the rest of the story out soon. I will not be posting any more chapters until the entire rough draft is done, though. After that I will update weekly.**


	2. Adventures in Castle Dunbroch

**A/N: My rough draft of Year Three is officially finished! Will update weekly from this point on. Hogwarts belongs to J.K. Rawling, Rise of the Guardians and How to Train Your Dragon belong to Dreamworks. Tangled belongs to Disney, and Brave belongs to Pixar. **

**This is part of a series, I highly advise reading the first two stories first, as spoilers will be rampant.**

**Just a heads up, some of the material in this and especially the next year (Year Four) comes from The Guardians of Childhood book series. If you care about spoilers, I advise reading them first. **

* * *

><p>"Jack! Slow down," Merida called, racing after him through the halls of Castle Dunbroch.<p>

"But it's so much fun!" Jack called, running backwards as he rounded a corner to slide down a staircase.

"I didnae invite yeh here so you could get me in trouble."

"What was that?" Jack smirked from the floor below Merida, Hiccup and Rapunzel. "I can't understand you."

Jack said it in a mocking tone and Merida's nostrils flared as she jumped on the banister to slide down after Jack, knocking into the laughing boy as she landed. She shouted, "Jack Frost, you did so!"

Jack just continued to laugh as the pair of fighting kids fell into a suit of armor collapsing it. The suit came clanking to the ground, loudly echoing throughout the barren halls of the castle. Before Jack and Merida could collect themselves Queen Elinor appeared in a nearby doorway.

"What's going on here?" The queen looked down at her daughter, sprawled on the floor amongst pieces of armor with a teenage boy on top of her. "Merida, a princess dosnae sit on the floor… let alone amongst these…things."

"Yes, Mum," Merida said, rolling her eyes. The queen looked skeptical but left the children on their own. Rapunzel and Hiccup chose to walk down the stairs and arrived just as the queen went off to do her duties.

"You're always gettin' me in trouble," Merida said fiercely as she stood up, smoothing out her skirt.

"Hey, usually I'm the one in trouble," Jack said. "It's nice to be off the hook once in a while."

"Yeah, well, it's not like you have any duties, responsibilities, or expectations to fulfill. I'm the princess, the example; you're just a peasant boy. No one cares what you do."

Jack collected himself with a scowl. Merida shivered. The hallway seemed awfully cold for an August day. Rapunzel and Hiccup clearly felt it, too, as they began to shiver.

"Hey, Jack?" Hiccup said softly, "Are you doing this?"

Jack had seemed tense, but as soon as Hiccup said this, he relaxed. The room started to feel warmer instantly.

"Sorry," Jack said.

"I thought you could control your powers now," Rapunzel wondered aloud.

"I can. And then I can't. It's weird. I know how, but then sometimes they just slip out, and I don't even notice."

"You didn't have this problem before?" Hiccup asked. "I mean, you've gone months without accidentally icing anything, haven't you?"

"Yeah, it's nothing," Jack said hurriedly, "I'm sure this was just a lapse in concentration or something. I'll do better from now on. Promise."

Jack gave his famous crooked smile. Merida smiled and shoved him down before taking off down the hall, calling out, "Catch me if you can!"

In an instant Jack was back on his feet, chasing her, Hiccup and Rapunzel following behind, leaving the suit of armor collapsed on the floor.

When their game of chase came to an end, the four students collapsed panting and laughing.

"What now?" Rapunzel asked.

"I could-" Merida was cut off as a babe's cry came from somewhere in the castle. She sighed, "Not again. Those wee devils will be the death of me."

"Your brothers, I take it?" Hiccup clarified. Merida nodded. Her friends all wanted to see the triplets so Merida led the way.

Maudie was up in the nursery, trying to quell the crying when the four kids got there.

"Oh, Princess Merida, I don't suppose yeh could lend me a hand? I don't ken what it is wi' these three. They're more trouble than you ever were."

Merida looked at her brothers. They did seem to be moving about a lot. Maudie would pick Hamish up and put him in his crib and then by the time she got Harris into his, Hamish would be back on the floor, and who knows where Hubert had gotten himself? Merida located the third triplet hidden behind a bookshelf. How he got there she would never know. The princess picked him up. Hiccup stepped in to help as well, picking up Hamish. They put the triplets in their cribs, turned around, and were met with the sight of the triplets, all out of their cribs.

"Merida, your brothers are wizards," Hiccup said.

"I figured that. They've been pulling stunts like this since they were born, wee devils," Merida said, "Still, I thought it was unusual for muggles to have wizard children in the first place, let alone four."

"It is," Rapunzel said, "but it happens, as you and Jack prove. In fact, once you have one wizard in the family, it's not all that uncommon for siblings to turn out to be wizards or witches either. Maybe the magic rubs off?"

"Do you think my sister could be a witch?" Jack asked.

"I don't know. It's always hard to tell before the kids themselves know they have magic," Hiccup said. "Look at me, I thought I was all muggle until I was 12. And then we have Rapunzel and the triplets, accessing their magic while still babies. I don't know how the schools can detect magic in us, but unless your sister has done something impossible, like teleportation or extraordinary hair growth, you'll have to wait for a letter."

"Aw, too bad. I know she wants to be a witch," Jack said as he picked up Hamish, only for Hamish to vanish right out of his arms, and appear a good foot away with a keet in his mouth.

Jack leaned forward and started playing with Hamish. The babe dropped the keet and stared at Jack, as did the other two triplets.

Merida, Rapunzel, Hiccup, and Maudie watched in fascination as Jack singlehandedly took charge of the younger children. He was just goofing off, the way he always did, but somehow, rather than being annoying, he just seemed to fit. It's like he was one of them.

"Hey, Hiccup," Jack asked as he pretended he had Harris's nose, "any chance we could teach these boys some magic?"

"I don't know if that's a good idea," Hiccup said. "I mean, its one thing for wizard parents to teach their kids magic in advance, they'll always be around to undo any damage the kids do. But it's hard enough for muggles to handle a child wizard who doesn't know how to cast spells, let alone one who does."

Merida was about to agree with Hiccup when she heard her mum calling. Quickly she excused herself and went over to the queen's chambers.

Queen Elinor was sitting at her hoop, a piece of cloth stretched out tautly as she worked on her tapestry.

"You wanted to see me, Mum?" Merida asked, leaning against the wall.

"Merida, a princess doesn't _lean,_" the queen said without looking up from her stitching. Merida rolled her eyes but stood up straight. The queen went on, "or roll her eyes. Merida, I know that this is supposed to be a birthday celebration, but I must remind you, that a princess is a princess, even on her birthday, and a princess doesnae cause a ruckus."

"Yes, Mum." Merida started to leave.

"Wait," the Queen ordered. She sighed, "Merida, in a few weeks you will be thirteen. I know I said you can have today off to play with your friends, and you can, but you're almost an adult, and very soon you will have even more responsibilities, betrothal even. I just want you to be prepared. So go have your fun, and just try to keep in mind what I've said."

"Fine, Mum," Merida said as she left, happily forgetting the conversation as she returned to her friends in the triplets' room, but Merida saw only Hiccup and Rapunzel.

Hiccup thew his hands up and said quickly, "I had nothing to do with this. It was all Jack's idea."

Merida paused and looked around the room. Jack _was_ there after all. He was balanced precariously on the wooden beam above. The triplets right there with him. Merida scowled.

"Hey, don't give me that look," Jack defended himself as he sat down on the beam, "They got up here all on their own. I had to come after them."

As if to prove his point, one of the babies chose that moment to topple off the beam. Before Merida, Hiccup or Rapunzel had time to get under the falling child, Jack had swung down and caught him, leaving one leg hooked around the beam.

For a moment Jack just swung there, holding the kid, before he flipped himself back up onto the beam. Jack gathered the other kids and handed them down to Hiccup and Merida.

"What did you do?" Merida demanded of Jack.

"I only showed them how to find secret passageways," Jack said, flipping himself down. "I didn't expect them to find one up to the rafters so easily."

"No more teaching my brothers magic!" Merida scolded, "I'll be the one to do that from now on."

"Of course, wouldn't want to disappoint the princess." Jack gave an over-the-top bow, balancing on one foot. Merida smirked and gave him a shove, sending the boy toppling over. Jack just laughed. If there was one thing he could do well, it was take a joke.

"So, where is Maudie?"

"She seemed a bit frazzled," Rapunzel said, "so we offered to stay here and watch the triplets for a bit. She said she'd be in the kitchen if you wanted her."

"No. It's fine. We can stay and play with my brothers, but no magic."

"Aw," Jack said, "that's no fun. I bet when you were the triplets' age you were jumping at the chance to learn magic."

"When I was the triplets' age, I didn't even know I was a witch, and my dad didn't even believe in magic."

"How can people not believe in magic?" Jack asked as he played pattycake with Harris. "I didn't know I was a wizard until later, but I still believed in it. Magic surrounds us; didn't you ever see anything strange?"

"Sure I did. I saw the Will o' the Wisps. They led me out of the forest after I found my arrow, but my dad didn't see them, he still barely believes. I mean, I've done magic in front of him, but he doesn't seem to see it. He still thinks magic is just a small portion of the world, I'll bet he thinks the three of you are the only other students at Hogwarts."

The kids laughed and continued to discuss their parents' reactions to Hogwarts as they played with the triplets. Eventually Rapunzel brought up a new subject.

"So…did you get your parents' permission for the weekend trips to Hogsmeade?"

"Sure did," Hiccup said. "My dad's pretty lax; so long as I'm not in danger, he's fine with it."

"I got it, too," Jack said, "My mom doesn't care where I am, really, so long as I stay out of trouble. Like location has anything to do with that. I could get in trouble anywhere. "

"I haven't asked yet," Merida said. "I think Mum'll let me, especially if Rapunzel gets to go, but maybe I could make a case for going with Hiccup, too."

"Hey, what about me?" Jack complained.

"Sorry, Jack, but Mum's not goin' to care if I spend time with you or not, you're not in line for a throne or anything. Mum's more concerned with me spending time studying politics. I know she wants me to spend more time with other princesses, like Rapunzel. So, Rapunzel? Are you going?"

"Actually…I am." Rapunzel broke out into a huge grin. "Mother almost didn't let me. She wanted me to stay in the infirmary with her on weekends. I'm not sure just what I said that made her change her mind. I was just talking about how all of you would miss me if I wasn't there and she suddenly said I could go."

"That's great! Now Mum has to let me go," Merida said confidently. They passed the rest of the day playing. When Merida's brothers finally got too tired to make mischief and were put to bed, Merida led her friends up to the tallest tower on Castle Dunbroch.

"It's so beautiful," Rapunzel sighed, as she looked out the tower window. "You can see forever!"

"Aye, but looking isn't nearly as fun as riding. Tomorrow we can take Angus out. I'd love to show you the Firefalls."

"I don't know if Mother would like that…it sounds dangerous," Rapunzel said.

"Nonsense. I ride out there on my own all the time," Merida protested. "Your mother's not here, you can do whatever you want."

"I don't know if that's how it's supposed to work," Hiccup said, "but I don't think it would hurt to go around the countryside. Technically, your mother did give you permission by letting you come stay with Merida for the week."

"She almost didn't. Mother wanted me to stay home with her. When I finally did convince her to let me come she started to insist that she come, too. I have no idea what I said that made her change her mind. That's been happening a lot lately, all summer, actually."

Jack smiled, "She probably just decided to let you grow up. Something I wish my mother was making more of an effort to prevent. Anyway, I'd love to see this part of the country. I've never ridden a horse before, it sounds fun."

"And I can teach you to shoot," Merida said. "I've got a whole course set up out there. It'll be really fun."

"Well…okay. So long as we're back before dark," Rapunzel consented.

* * *

><p>The next day the four children set out bright and early on their adventure. Hiccup watched as Merida, her bow over her shoulder and arrows on her hip, brushed and saddled Angus. The large Clydesdale towered over the girl, but she didn't let it intimidate her.<p>

Jack and Rapunzel were playing nearby, but Hiccup couldn't take his eyes off the horse. He had read about them before. He had seen pictures in books. He had seen the strange sandy nightmare horses, and theshals, but he had never seen a real flesh and blood horse, and he'd never seen a saddle. There were no animals big enough to ride on Berk, except for Yaks, who were too slow to be useful, and the dragons, but riding those monsters was impossible. Only a fool would try.

Hiccup leaned over to study the workings of the saddle. It wasn't terribly complex. Gobber had taught him a little leather work; he could easily make a duplicate, maybe even improve it.

Merida announced she was done. She and Jack helped Rapunzel climb onto the horse's back. The blonde settled in the center of the saddle. Merida climbed on in front of her, Jack swung up behind them, leaving Hiccup the last. He walked over to the back of the horse.

"You sure we can all fit on him?" Hiccup questioned, observing that neither Jack nor Merida was fully on the saddle.

"O' course! We're all pretty small and light, and he's big and strong. Don't be such a chicken," Merida scolded.

The horse was big, so big it would be like trying to climb onto his father. Hiccup wasn't sure if he could make it. Before he could even attempt at pulling himself up, Jack reached down and grabbed his wrist, yanking him onto the horse's back. As soon as he was sitting on the horse, Merida gave a crack of the reins and the horse bolted out of the courtyard.

* * *

><p>Jack smiled into the wind as they rushed on through the Scottish woods. This was almost as good as flying, except that he was bound to the earth. Still, the horse could probably match his top broom speed. He'd have to work harder if he wanted to win a race against Merida in the future, and he couldn't stand the thought of losing to Merida.<p>

As they galloped through the woods they passed several targets with arrows sticking out. Jack's brow creased a little. Sure he knew Merida was a princess, but he had no idea she was rich enough that she could waste arrows by leaving them in the targets. Jack had seen other boys in his village get beaten for losing arrows; he couldn't imagine what would happen to them if they voluntarily left their arrows out in the wilderness.

After rushing through the forest, they came out in a golden field. Merida slowed her horse and dismounted.

"This is my favorite place in all of Scotland," she said. "Angus likes it too. Get off and he'll be able to roll around in the grass."

The other three complied and sure enough the black horse bounded around the field, staying close while having fun. Jack chased after the horse, joining it in the fun of running around. From their location, they could see a fog filled valley where the mountains met. The world was so open. It was like nothing Jack had ever seen. Both Hogwarts and his home were in forests. Though he'd flown on a broomstick, he always stayed somewhat close to the ground, and he'd never seen a mountain this close before.

Angus actually tired of their game of chase before Jack did, and the horse and Jack joined Hiccup and the girls. Merida had a target near the trees and was attempting to teach Hiccup and Rapunzel how to shoot. Jack watched the lesson halfheartedly. He supposed learning to shoot would be useful, but it didn't sound particularly fun. Too much responsibility and hard work.

He did laugh as Rapunzel and Hiccup tried to shoot. Both of them struggled to pull the bow taunt. Rapunzel eventually got it taut, only to trip over her long braid, sending her arrow wildly off course. Merida went to fetch it. Jack was glad to see she didn't waste all her arrows.

"Have you ever used a bow before?" Rapunzel asked Hiccup.

"Nah. We have some on Berk, but Vikings prefer metal, like axes and maces. It's even in our songs, 'I've got my ax and I've got my mace and I love my wife with the ugly face, I'm a Viking through and through,'" Hiccup sang. Merida returned as he was finishing.

"Quiet," she chided. "If my dad hears that, you're dead."

"Seriously?" Jack asked. "You really think he'd care?"

"Around these parts Vikings aren't well liked. Telling people you've killed a Viking is a major bragging right. Hiccup can get away with being here because he doesnae look anythin' like one of the scallywags."

"Thank you," Hiccup replied sarcastically.

"Oh, I just meant you're not big and strong like the others."

"Yeah, that is not helping, like, at all," Hiccup said. "Besides, if you define Vikings as just big and strong, your dad the king falls into that category, too. I suppose he's a Viking."

"Of course not! My dad wouldn't be a murdering, pillaging Viking!"

"My tribe isn't into murdering or pillaging either, but we are Vikings," Hiccup yelled.

Jack looked at the tension building between Hiccup and Merida. Normally, he was on the other end of her glare and Hiccup was trying to break up their fights. Hiccup never fought. He would usually back down to maintain the peace.

Jack looked at Rapunzel. The girl was shaking a little. She didn't like conflict. No one was having fun. Jack would have to do something. But what?

Jack remembered how yesterday Merida had been insulting him, and he'd made the room colder. At least Hiccup didn't have any special powers that needed to be controlled like Jack's snow. Snow! That was it. Snow was fun. Snow would distract them.

Concentrating all his efforts, Jack made a snowball and launched it at Merida just before she could get the next disparaging word about Vikings out. It took a considerable amount of effort but Jack managed to summon more snow, quite a feat on a hot summer day. The snow came down just on the four of them, leaving the rest of Scotland in its normal temperature.

Hiccup gave Jack a grateful look before gathering a snowball and chucking it at Merida. Merida now seemed to have forgotten her fight with Hiccup, busy pelting Jack with snowballs in revenge for the first one. Rapunzel, relieved to have the fight resolved, joined in the fun too.

They exhausted themselves with the snowball fight. The effort of making it cold in the first place tired Jack out faster than the rest. Eventually he had to stop maintaining the cold and it all melted.

The children collapsed on the grass and looked up into the sky as they rested.

"So," Rapunzel asked, "when are you going to Diagon Alley?"

"Soon," Jack said. "I can't believe summer's almost over. I'll probably be there next week."

"Great, I'll see if I can get my dad or Gobber to take me then," Hiccup said.

"I thought you got all your supplies on Berk," Rapunzel said.

"I do, but I'm in Care of Magical Creatures this year, and Berk doesn't have the required materials for it. When are you going, Merida?"

"Mum's taking me next week, too. She wanted to go earlier but I pulled for her to come on the same day as the rest of you. I don't suppose you're going to go, are you Rapunzel?"

"Actually, yes. Mother said I could go this year."

"Really?" Jack asked, looking at the blonde girl. Before Rapunzel could respond, Merida jumped up.

"I've just noticed the sky, it's just right. Come on, I want to show you something." Merida called Angus and the children mounted. Merida snapped the reins and the horse charged off. It was not long before they reached the foot of an enormous waterfall. Surrounding the waterfall were tall spires of rock.

"Behold the Firefalls," Merida gestured to the water. As they watched, the light caught it at just the right angle so that the water looked like it was on fire. Rapunzel and Hiccup stared in awe at the giant waterfall. Jack regarded it coldly. It was a lovely sight, but something about fiery water made him nervous. Maybe it had something to do with his ice powers. Before last year he didn't even know he had ice powers, now they seemed to be emerging all the time.

"They say only the bravest can drink from them. Someday, that'll be me," Merida said wistfully.

Eventually the sun moved and the water no longer looked like fire, so Merida guided Angus back to her castle, making it back just before nightfall.

"Welcome back, Princess. So how did you kids like your tour of Scotland?" a kitchen worker asked as the children came in to get some before-dinner apples.

"It was fun," Hiccup said. "Kinda like Berk, but bigger."

"I loved it," Rapunzel said.

"It felt rushed," Jack said. "I wish we could have spent more time out there."

They spent the remainder of their time at Merida's either practicing archery or playing with her brothers. Jack preferred playing with the triplets. They were fun.

Together they discovered all the secret passageways of Castle Dunbroch and Jack taught them how get out of trouble and how to raid snacks from the kitchen, something the triplets soon surpassed him on. He hardly saw Merida's mum or dad, only their multitude of servants. Soon they had to bid farewell to Merida and her clan, but they all promised to meet again in Diagon Alley before starting the school year.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: The song Hiccup sings is from "Dragons: Riders/Defenders of Berk"**

**I received a few questions that need responses:**

**One: Pairings. Because of all the possible pairings in this fandom, I have limited myself to canon pairings, meaning Flynn/Rapunzel and Hiccup/Astrid. I like all the other pairings, but this isn't a romance story and I don't want it getting bogged down and turning into the dating show of Hogwarts. Because Flynn and Astrid are not at Hogwarts,**** Hiccup and Rapunzel are free to try a little flirting, but nothing that will ever go further than Harry/Cho Chang.**

**Two: Who characters are based on. Most of the professors are from the Guardians of Childhood books. The headmaster Ombric is one of those characters. There's more background on the professors in this year and Year 4.**

**Three: On my profile I announced a few one-shot stories, these are to explain how the events of the movie would have played out in my universe. Essentially, once a one-shot takes place, the next year at Hogwarts will be a sequel, not a prequel, to the movie. **

**Four: If they were hanging out in the Room of Requirement. The answer: They don't know. It could be. They don't even know the Room of Requirement exists, so how could they know if they're in it?**


	3. Shopping for School

"Wow," Rapunzel said, hopping up and down as she ran from store to store in Diagon Alley. She never dreamed she would see so many strange and new things. Rapunzel had never even seen a store before.

"Slow down," Gothel ordered, panting. Rapunzel stopped to look in the window of a broomstick shop while her mother caught up to her. The brooms looked so shiny and pristine, each one an exact copy of the previous one, not at all like the broomstick she had made during her first year. Gothel had accidentally broken that one. They managed to repair it, but it became just an ordinary broom, not a flying one. Rapunzel wondered if Jack or Hiccup might know how to make it fly again. After all, they had repaired Jack's broom once. Still, with the shimmering golden broom floating in the shop window, Rapunzel was tempted to forget all about the broom she made.

"Wow…Can I have one Mother?"

"No," Gothel said, resting against the window. "Flying is much too dangerous, pet. Besides, where would you want to fly to? Everything you could possibly need is right here with me."

"I know, Mother, I know," Rapunzel said dejectedly. With a sigh she turned away from the broom shop and immediately her spirits lifted. There in a shop window across the street was the cutest little green frog she had ever seen. Rapunzel raced to it, her nose pressed against the window as she examined the little animal, his big brown eyes staring up at her.

"Oh, Mother, isn't it just adorable?" Rapunzel asked.

"Ugh, Rapunzel. For the last time, we are here to buy your school supplies. Nothing more, nothing less."

"But Mother-"

"No 'buts', Rapunzel. You cannot have a pet!" Gothel shouted the last line. Rapunzel's lip trembled. Gothel pinched the bridge of her nose, "Great, now I'm the bad guy."

Rapunzel started to cry. Gothel smiled and put her hands on the young girl's shoulders. "Rapunzel, this is why I don't bring you to Diagon Alley. I thought you were mature enough to handle this, but clearly I was wrong. This is why you never should have left."

"I disagree with that," a boy's voice said from behind Gothel. Rapunzel smiled. Jack Frost was there, leaning on his broomstick, the hooked end up, glaring at Gothel.

Gothel let go of Rapunzel and Rapunzel ran over to her friend.

"Jack, it's so good to see you." Rapunzel hugged Jack. "Where are Hiccup and Merida?"

"I don't think they're here yet," Jack said breaking out of the hug, "but it's hard to tell. Hiccup usually comes by boat and Merida sometimes comes by carriage, or they might have taken Floo Powder. I think it's probably best to wait by Gringotts."

"Green gots? What's that?" Rapunzel asked.

"Gringots is the Wizard Bank. Merida and I have to use it to convert muggle money into wizard money. I think Hiccup uses it to convert Viking money."

Jack started to lead the way to Gringots, only for Mother Gothel to stop them.

"Rapunzel, we don't really need to wait for your friends. We should hurry up and get your supplies, then we can leave."

"But-"

"No 'buts' Rapunzel," Gothel said. Jack intervened again.

"Wait a minute…wouldn't it be better for everyone if she were to stick around? After all, you want her to be happy. And if Rapunzel is happy, then I won't have any reason to tell anyone else anything."

"Jack, what's this about?" Rapunzel asked.

"Hold on for a sec, Punzie," Jack said softly before turning back to Gothel. "I wonder what Hiccup's family of Viking wizards would think if they knew…"

"Fine, go have your fun at Gringots!" Gothel said, turning and storming off.

"Mother, wait!" Rapunzel called out, but it was too late, Gothel was gone. Rapunzel turned back to Jack and gave a sad smile as they started going to Gringotts.

"Okay, what was that really about?"

"What?" Jack said with a laugh, "I just – reminded - your Gothel that we all want you to be happy."

Jack smiled. Rapunzel could tell Jack wasn't being completely forthright, but her senses were too overloaded with the sights and sounds, and pure joy of Diagon Alley, so she let it go.

"So, Jack. Where are your parents?" Rapunzel asked.

"Mom had to stay home with my sister. Besides, this way we didn't have to use Floo powder," Jack patted his broomstick. "This thing is awesome. It only took me three hours to get here."

"So…your parents let you fly here alone?"

"Sure. Mom trusts me to go anywhere I want."

"And your dad…?" Rapunzel prodded. Jack's shoulders fell.

"I don't think he cares what I do, seeing as he hasn't bothered to come home in, what is it now, six, seven years? I barely remember him."

"I'm sorry, I didn't know," Rapunzel put her hand on his shoulder. Jack smiled.

"It's okay. I'm way over it. I mean, sure it would be nice to know if he was a wizard or not; I guess it doesn't really make any difference…Not that you could tell from the people in Slytherin house."

"Oh yes, I always forget how some wizards care about blood. Like it actually affects magical ability. Are you trying to keep it secret?"

"Nah, I actually thought everyone already knew. I'm kinda surprised you didn't. Guess you were never around when we were talking about our parents. Your mother keeps you pretty busy doesn't she?"

"Please don't start that again," Rapunzel said turning away from him.

"We're only trying to look after you. So what was that thing you were looking at?" Jack changed the subject. Rapunzel was glad her friends were so considerate.

"I think it was a frog. It was so cute. I wish I could have a pet."

"What's stopping you?"

"Mother," Rapunzel said softly. Realizing that she had inadvertently switched the subject back to Mother, Rapunzel chastised herself. Jack still respected her desire to avoid a discussion about Mother and quickly set off on a rapid fire tour of Diagon Alley. Jack showed her everything as they made their way to Gringotts.

When the wizard bank did come into view, Rapunzel couldn't stop gawking. Not that its height held anything to her tower or to Hogwarts, but it was still impressive. She caught sight of a little green goblin coming out of the bank. She jumped back, grabbing Jack's hand for comfort. He squeezed her hand and she calmed down. It's not that the goblin was scary; it was just so foreign to her. She had never seen a goblin before.

She recovered from the fright fairly quickly when she spotted Merida coming up to them on the cobblestone path. Merida's mother, Queen Elinor, was with her. Merida started to run up to Rapunzel only to be stopped by the queen.

"Merida, a princess doesn't run, you should be taking small graceful steps, like you're floating," Merida scowled and slowed down. Rapunzel slowed her own walk, wondering if she was doing it right, after all, she was a princess too. Jack burst out into laughter.

"Floating princesses, there's something I never would have pictured. Maybe that's why I always got the impression Merida felt she was above everyone," Jack said. Rapunzel halfheartedly laughed but she didn't find the joke very funny. When her parents started giving her princess lessons, would Jack be saying those things about her?

Soon, though, Merida reached them and Rapunzel forgot her insecurities as they caught up on their lives. Jack showed off some of the tricks he'd learned on his broom while Queen Elinor went into the bank to exchange Merida's muggle money for wizard cash.

They didn't have to wait long for Hiccup and his escort Gobber to show up. He quickly joined the other three.

"Hey, Rapunzel, strange to see you out."

"I know!" Rapunzel said, a little too excited. Quickly she corrected herself, saying slower, "I know."

"Well, Hiccup," Gobber said, "it seems your friends are here, so, what'll it be first? New robes? Or the books?"

"Well, guys? What do you think?" Hiccup asked. They decided to hit the bookshop first. Hiccup didn't need new robes; Jack said he didn't either, although he seemed to have really shot up over the summer. Rapunzel wondered if his robes really did still fit. Queen Elinor came out of the bank. Hiccup introduced her to Gobber and the six of them set off happily.

* * *

><p>Jack hung back as his friends looked at the books. Rapunzel and Hiccup were both intensely interested in the new books. Merida was leafing through a book on curses while her mother wasn't looking. Jack couldn't afford anything here. He would have to get his books from the secondhand shop further down the alley.<p>

He wasn't exactly keeping his poverty a secret from his friends, but he was embarrassed by how little he had, especially after seeing Rapunzel's beautiful tower and Merida's castle. He could only imagine what Hiccup's home looked like, a mansion at least. He didn't want their pity.

Gobber and Elinor weren't looking at the books either. They waited with Jack by the clerk.

"Don't like books much either, eh?" Gobber said, leaning over to Jack. "That's okay, we're not big readers on Berk either. The only book worth reading is the Dragon Manual."

"Dragons!" Elinor said. "What nonsense."

"It's not nonsense!" Gobber defended. "Fighting dragons is what we on Berk do best. We can't well do that without _Bork's Book of Dragons._"

"I've never heard of that," the Queen retorted.

"Of course not! Bork was my great, great, great grandfather. There's only one copy of his book and it's on Berk."

Hiccup noticed the rapidly growing tension and quickly finished his shopping.

"Okay, I'm ready to go!" he said, getting between Gobber and the Queen. Merida followed his lead, finishing her purchases. Rapunzel was holding her books looking at the clerk nervously.

"Mother didn't give me any money," Rapunzel said softly, "and I don't know where she's gone."

"Hmm," Queen Elinor said. "What kind of mother would leave her child here alone? I suppose I can assist you until your Mother reappears."

Queen Elinor paid for Rapunzel's books and the group left. Jack wondered if the Queen would spot him any money, not that he would ever ask. The last thing he wanted was to be indebted to Merida.

Once outside the kids headed over for robe adjustments. The girls went in for new robes. Even Hiccup had the tailor look at his robes to do some minor repair work. Jack hung back. The truth was, he did need new robes. He'd grown a lot over the summer, enough so that his robes were too short and his shoes were starting to hurt. But the past year had been a bad one in his village. The whole town was suffering a food shortage, and Jack coming home for summer break only meant the family of three had to tighten their belts. Jack would be glad to be leaving for Hogwarts, just to take the burden off his mother.

After the three children had their robes adjusted, they debated where to go next. Since they had signed up for different electives they didn't require the same materials. Before they could decide what to do, Gothel reappeared.

"Oh, Rapunzel, there you are!" the woman said rushing to hug her 'daughter'. "I've been looking all over for you; you told me you would be waiting at Gringotts! I didn't know where you were. I was so worried about you."

Jack watched the events transpire, thinking, _maybe Gothel really does love Rapunzel_.

"You know I hate leaving you after a fight, especially when I've done absolutely nothing wrong," Gothel continued. _Or not_, Jack thought. Gothel tilted Rapunzel's head down and kissed her hair.

"Excuse me, but are you this lass's mother?" Queen Elinor asked.

"As far as you are concerned, yes," Gothel replied coldly.

"Hm. It hardly seems matronly to leave a young princess out here on her own," the Queen said.

"Who told you Rapunzel was a princess?" Gothel demanded.

"I did," Merida said. "Everyone at Hogwarts knows."

"Well, everyone out here does not. Rapunzel was entrusted to my care to keep her safe. I will not have her going around trying to get herself kidnapped."

"We're in the middle of a busy shopping district. I hardly think the children are in danger here."

"Yes, well, I am not about to take that chance," Gothel said. "Obviously you have no idea how to raise a princess."

"Excuse me, but I have been raising Merida as a princess since she was a wee girl."

"Well, she doesn't act like it, now, does she? I hardly recognized her from the riff-raff." Gothel gestured to Jack. He suddenly felt very self conscious. He had seen how Gothel was treating Rapunzel, of course, so he didn't take her insult too seriously, but from the way Queen Elinor regarded him, like she hadn't noticed just how shabby his clothes were before, he felt embarrassed.

Hiccup came to his rescue, changing the subject, "Hey, we've got a six hour boat trip back to Berk. Let's hurry up and finish shopping so we can be home before dark."

Jack gratefully smiled and the group went to get the rest of their supplies. Rapunzel told Gothel about the Queen loaning her money and Gothel paid the Queen back. Jack couldn't help the twinge of jealously at seeing how much gold transferred between their hands. He would never be that rich, not unless he could get a good paying wizarding job. Hogwarts was his only chance.

Through the whole day, Jack avoided buying a single item. He made up excuses about having already gotten his supplies. He could tell the others didn't quite believe him, but they didn't press the issue. It wasn't that he was trying to deceive them, but with Queen Elinor, Gothel and Gobber there he didn't want to share the personal details of his life. Especially considering what Gothel may or may not have been doing last year. No point in giving her more excuses to pick on him.

Rapunzel suggested getting lunch together before parting ways. Merida and Hiccup were both for it, but Gothel and Queen Elinor both said they had important things to do at home. Jack was glad. He was already going to be stretching his money to get the basic supplies, he couldn't afford lunch at the kind of restaurant princesses ate at.

Gobber decided he agreed with the women, so the three kids and their guardians set off, leaving Jack alone. The boy waited until he couldn't see any of them before he walked back to Gringotts. He hadn't wanted to go in and ask for the money from the fund for poorer wizards in front of his friends. Though he did a bit of work as a shepherd over this summer and the last, the money mostly went towards food. There was none left for school.

This year was going to be even more expensive, considering the electives added onto the classes. He hoped he would have a little money left over. Jack was getting to know the used section of Diagon Alley quite well; unfortunately he was not the best at bargaining. He ended up having barely enough to cover everything. With only one Knut left, Jack turned toward home.

He tied his bag of supplies to his broom and took off. The flight was fun; the wind blowing in his hair made him forget all his troubles. He sped up and slowed down, weaving in and out of towns and forests as he headed home. This had to be the best thing about being a wizard.

Jack pulled his broom up and made a few loop-de-loops in the clouds. Up here he had no problems. This was the only place he truly felt free.

It only took a few hours for Jack to reach Burgess. When he landed in the town square all the children ran up to hug him.

"Jack's back!" The call rang throughout the town.

"What did you bring us!" a little blonde girl, Alice, demanded.

"Did you see any magical creatures?" the girl's smaller brother, Tommy, added.

"Can we fly too?!" a third child, Davy, asked.

"Whoa, whoa! One at a time," Jack said. "I was only getting my school supplies, but you can look at the books."

Jack pulled out the textbook for Muggle Studies and handed it to the blonde girl. He knew none of the children could read, but they liked to pretend anyway.

"The only magical beings I saw were other wizards and witches, but my friend Rapunzel saw a frog."

"That's not magical!" Tommy said, wrinkling up his nose.

"Yeah, it's even less impressive than the animal I found by the river this morning," Alice said. "Mother said it was a chameleon."

Alice pulled out from the pocket of her apron a baby reptile that looked vaguely like a frog.

"Are you gonna keep that?" Jack asked, taking in the amber eyes of the green animal.

"I wanted to but mother said I couldn't," Alice said dejectedly. "I hate to put him back in the river though. What if he gets eaten? He is so little."

"What if I find a home for him," Jack offered.

"Will I still be able to see him?"

"I don't think so. The home I have in mind is a bit far away. But I know someone who could really use a companion. I'll give you this Knut for him."

Jack held out his last bronze coin.

"Ohh…okay, you can have him." Alice gave Jack the chameleon in trade for the coin. Mother might be mad at him for wasting his last coin, even if it was only worth a cent, but he knew just the person who needed a pet, and really one cent was the cheapest he'd ever be able to get a pet for.

Jack took his books back and gathered up his supplies to walk the rest of the way home.

"Wait, can we ride on your broom?" Davy asked.

"When you're older!" Jack promised.

He enjoyed the calming walk through the woods; the baby chameleon perched easily on his shoulder. Walking wasn't as fun as flying, but he didn't mind it. It was nice to be at peace with the world. He didn't feel poor in his woods. Out here there was no one to judge him because his clothes were a little bit shabby or ill fitting. The woods didn't cost money; the animals in the trees didn't pick on him for not having any coins, or for not being a pureblood.

The lake came into view, and with it, his sister, running from their cottage to tackle him. He caught her before she could and picked her up, swinging her around.

"Jack! I've been practicing, just like you taught me, come on." Emma led him back into the house. Their mother was in front of the oven, preparing dinner. Jack's old school books were scattered all over the one room cottage. Emma sat down in front of the book closest to the fireplace and read the cover.

"Wow, you really have been practicing," Jack said, "But how do I know you didn't just memorize it from when I was teaching you. I've got it, why don't you try to read this one!"

He pulled out his Divination textbook and gave it to Emma. She struggled with the title, Divination was not a word in the six-year-old's vocabulary, but she managed to read the first sentence perfectly.

"Great job!" Jack praised her, "At this rate, you'll be the most experienced witch when you get to Hogwarts!"

"Do you really think I'm a witch?"

"I don't know. Hiccup says it's hard to tell, but if you want to be a witch, I think you can be. I believe in you."

"I love you, Jack," the girl said, then she noticed the chameleon. She reached over and picked him up, "What's this?"

"That better not be a bug," his mother said without turning to face them.

"It's not. It's a chameleon. One of the kids found it."

"Jack, we can't keep a pet, really. I spend too many hours keeping this house clean, and the first thing you want to do is bring the very animals we are trying to keep out right back in."

"Hey, I don't bring animals in that often!"

"Remember last summer, all the rats?"

"In my defense, I had no idea that pied-piper spell would work. I thought it would just make the kids follow me. I forgot it worked on rats, too. Besides, everyone in the village had enough meat that night."

"Just promise me you'll get rid of that frog before it spawns or something."

"Okay, okay. And it's not a frog. It's a chameleon, there's a difference. I think. Anyway I just want to keep it for the night, I can fly it to my friend tomorrow."

"Can I go with you?" Emma demanded, "Can I? Can I? Can I?"

"I don't know. It's a long journey," Jack said. "It could take all day."

"Wait a minute, Jack. Just how far are you planning to go?"

"Not too far, only a short jaunt over to Corona."

"That is not a short jaunt! It's across the ocean."

"I know, but come on, you let me fly to London, and I'm good at flying! I never fall, or get tired, or anything. And I'm fast. I can make it there in no time."

"I don't know. What if you do get tired while you're over the ocean?"

"Then I can freeze the waves and take a break. But I won't get tired. Flying is easy."

"Is this one of your Hogwarts friends?" his mother asked, turning to look at him. Jack nodded. His mother continued, "And I don't suppose you can wait until you're back at Hogwarts?"

"You're the one who wants the chameleon gone. Besides, I want to surprise my friend, she's not expecting me."

"She? Do I detect a budding romance?" His mother smiled. Jack made a face.

"Yuck. We're just friends. It'd be gross to go out with her,"

"Fine, you can go bring your friend her frog."

"Chameleon!"

"Whatever. Be back by sunset."

"Can I go with you?" Emma asked again, pleading with her big brown eyes.

"What do you think, Mom?" Jack asked.

"I don't think it's a good idea. You might be an excellent flyer, but what if she can't hold on, especially over the ocean. I won't have either of you drowning!"

"Yes, Mom," Jack said, rolling his eyes. Just like a mother to worry. "Can I take Emma out flying now?"

"So long as you don't go too high," their mother consented, "and be careful!"

"We will!" Jack said laughing. Jack and Emma raced outside for an evening flight.

Jack sat on the broom properly, Emma sitting sidesaddle in front of him, he put his arms around her and they took off.

She laughed as they flew around the forest. Jack stayed close to the ground as he'd promised. If Emma got to be a good flyer, maybe she could come to Corona with him next time.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: David Gale asked if Toothless or Flynn would be appearing this year. Flynn: yes, Toothless: no. He won't be around until Hiccup is 15 or so (So, next year or the one after). Don't worry, other pets get to make an appearance this year ;)**

**And as to if Jack dies? Yes. I'm trying to stay as canonically accurate as possible (As much as can be with them being wizards), so if it happened in the movies, it will happen here. **


	4. At Home

"Can you believe the nerve of that woman?" Queen Elinor muttered, pacing back and forth. "Merida, sit up straight."

Merida did as her mother asked, though she rolled her eyes. Elinor saw her, "A princess, does not have attitude."

"What's th' big deal?"

"You are a princess, it is time you started acting like it! Do you want all our subjects to think you're... well, common?"

"What's wrong with being common?"

"A princess is supposed to be better than common. A princess is supposed to be an example for people to look up to. A princess should not be looked down upon," the queen stopped pacing and turned sharply to Merida. "It is high time you started acting like a princess."

Merida half nodded but picked up her bow and started tightening the string. Her mother continued the lecture.

"You need to practice your princess lessons more…including when you're at Hogwarts."

"What!" Merida set her bow down on the table.

"What have I told you about weapons? No bows on the table," Elinor reprimanded. Merida rolled her eyes and picked it back up, slinging it over the back of her chair.

"I can't work on this stuff at Hogwarts. I have classes, and homework, and friends... a life!"

"Merida, you are coming of age. Before you know it, it will be time for your betrothal. I have to prepare you. I've let you get away with working only over the summer for the past few years, and it led to your friend's mother, that Gothel person, insulting us. No more. You have to focus on your princess lessons now. You can either do them in addition to Hogwarts, or instead of Hogwarts. Your choice."

Merida frowned. Of course she wasn't about to give up Hogwarts, but this was totally unfair. No one else would have to do princess lessons and it's not like any of that stuff mattered anyway.

The only good side to having to do it at Hogwarts was that her mother wouldn't be constantly staring over her shoulder. Maybe she could even get some Ravenclaws to help her. Whatever happened, it was destined to be a busy year.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel knelt as she painted the wall under the window, one of the few places she hadn't gotten already. She dipped her brush in gold and added long blonde hair to the figure she was painting. The hair on the figure was loose and free...just like Rapunzel's hair when she was home. Suddenly she shivered.<p>

How odd to be cold in July. Rapunzel dropped her paint and went to get her cloak to fend off the chill. When she returned to the window she noticed a large spot of green. Maybe she had spilled green paint? As she drew closer, she could see it wasn't green paint at all, but a …well, it looked like a lizard. It must have crawled in her window!

Rapunzel picked up her paintbrush. She gently painted the lizard, hoping to make a mark so that if it ever came in again she would know it was the same one. She had just finished panting a stripe of yellow on its back when the lizard changed from green to yellow! She could no longer see the stripe. Rapunzel took some purple paint next, once again the lizard changed its colors to match the paint, though when it changed to purple she could see the yellow stripe. Next Rapunzel tried to paint a pattern on the lizard. She made a small circular pattern with blue and pink paint near his head, when he changed colors, he matched it all the way down his tail.

"Oh! I can't wait to show you to mother!" Rapunzel said, delighted. Just as she was picking it up, she heard Mother calling.

"Rapunzel! Let down your hair!"

Rapunzel slipped the reptile into her paint box before she ran to the window and threw down her hair. Gothel grabbed on, and the teenager pulled. It took a while to get her mother up into the tower.

"Welcome home, Mother," Rapunzel said, panting.

"Now, Rapunzel, that looked absolutely exhausting,"

"Oh, it was nothing,"

"Are you sure? Perhaps if you lost some weight it would be easier," Gothel said. Rapunzel looked down at her clothes. She didn't look chubby, did she?

"Oh, I'm just teasing, Rapunzel. Don't take everything so seriously."

"Right," Rapunzel said softly, unsure of what Gothel truly meant. "So, um, anyway, Mother, I know you said I couldn't have a pet in Diagon Alley but-"

"Rapunzel, do we have to discuss this right now, I'm feeling a little run down. Sing for me darling."

"Oh, of course, Mother," Rapunzel said. She set up the chair for Mother and the stool for herself, grabbed the brush and started to sing while Gothel brushed her hair.

"Flower, gleam and glow. Let your power shine," Rapunzel sang her special song. Her hair glowed and Mother grew younger.

"That's better. Now what was it you were saying, pet?" Mother asked.

"Okay, so you know at the pet shop in Diagon Alley you said-"

"Darling, I know what I said, don't be repetitive, dear."

"Oh, right, well…anyway, what if I got a another pet-"

"No, dear, you are far too irresponsible to have a pet."

"But if I had one-"

"Now Rapunzel, I'm not going to let you ruin your life by getting a pet."

"But a pet wouldn't-"

"What am I always telling you?"

"Mother know best."

"That's right. And I know you wouldn't do well with a pet. Promise me you won't ask about a pet, ever again."

"Yes, Mother," Rapunzel said, bowing her head in defeat. Gothel kissed the top of her head.

"I love you very much dear."

"I love you more."

"I love you most," Gothel said. She started to back away, climbing out the window and down Rapunzel's hair, when she turned and added, "Don't waste your time thinking about pets, my pet. You'll have enough trouble if you continue to stay with those friends of yours."

"…What…what do you mean?"

"That boy, you know, the one who carries around that silly broomstick. He's trouble Rapunzel. You are young and innocent so I doubt you see it yet, but he's up to no good. He managed to make three rich friends who are destined to be in powerful positions. Maybe it's not so coincidental. The boy is using you. Don't let him deceive you. I would suggest you dissolve your relationship with him."

* * *

><p>Jack had heard enough. How dare Gothel suggest he was using Rapunzel? He had been planning to say hi to Rapunzel in person, but when he heard Gothel coming, he dropped the chameleon on her windowsill and hid on the roof of the tower. He was waiting until Gothel left to visit Rapunzel, but after hearing what she said he knew he couldn't stick around. He was too angry; he might accidentally start a blizzard.<p>

It wasn't that Jack took Gothel's opinion to heart. With everything he knew about her, and moreover what he suspected her of, Jack would never trust her. But what if Rapunzel believed Gothel? What if Rapunzel suggested it to Merida and Hiccup? Would they take Gothel's side? Maybe not if they knew Gothel was behind it, but if Rapunzel left Gothel out of the conversation?

Jack sped across the ocean on his broomstick, the wind at his back, flying faster than he had ever gone before. He could tell Hiccup and Merida about it first…but what if that made them consider it? What if they thought he really did care about their political positions or money? Or worse…

Before Jack knew it, he was back over the solid ground in England. He would just have to prove to them he wasn't interested in politics…prove that he had friends who weren't princes or princesses. The only problem was he didn't have any friends who weren't. Even Camicazi, who wouldn't be at Hogwarts this year but had kept her promise to write to him from the Bog-Burglar Islands and Durmstrang, was the daughter of a chief. His only other wizard friend was Flynn Rider, but not only could Jack not find Flynn, but he wasn't even sure what Flynn's real name was. For all Jack knew, he was a prince in disguise too.

Jack would just have to get some friends outside of Merida, Hiccup, and Rapunzel. Camicazi and Flynn had proved that some Slytherins could be his friends. Maybe he could be friends with more of them if he tried. He might have to swallow his pride and pretend to be ashamed of his possible halfblood or muggleborn status, but if it helped him keep his real friends maybe it was worth it.

* * *

><p>Hiccup woke in a start as the cry of "Dragon Attack" rang throughout the town. Stoick barreled out of their hut, yelling at Hiccup to stay put as he charged into the fray. Of course, Hiccup did not stay put. As soon as he was sure the coast was clear he was out the door, running through the chaos as he made his way to Gobber's shop.<p>

Hiccup ducked and weaved through the larger Vikings as they raced to kill the dragons and put out the fires. Most of them were too busy to notice him, but a few shouted for him to get back inside. Hiccup ignored them. He had a job to do.

He reached the blacksmith stall without catching on fire - that was a first. Hiccup worked the forge while Gobber kept the public armed. Whenever Gobber turned his back, Hiccup would look out the window with awe. The other Vikings were so good at killing dragons, even the other teenagers home from Durmstrang. None of them had killed a dragon yet, but a few had gotten close. This was the first year they were assigned to be Berk's fire brigade. Hiccup watched as they raced to put out the fires started by the dragons, wishing he could be with them. Their job was so much cooler.

He didn't mind working the forge, but nobody respected him for it. Gobber could handle all the work without Hiccup's help, as he proved when Hiccup was off at school. Everyone knew Gobber had only taken Hiccup on as an apprentice because he pitied Stoick for having a squib for a son. Of course no one would say this to his face, but Hiccup was smart enough to read between the lines.

Hiccup looked up from the forge just in time to see Gobber running out onto the battlefield. Soot-covered Vikings created dark shadows as they ran in front of the fires. Hiccup stopped working for a moment to watch them, wishing he could be out there.

The town continued to burn but the dragon attack moved down to the sheep fields, soon the area right outside of the shop was devoid of Vikings. Hiccup returned to his work. He was starting to long for Hogwarts, where almost everyone was normal sized and nobody cared if you could kill a dragon or not.

Hiccup was pumping the forge to keep it hot enough for Gobber's return when the distant battle cries were interrupted with a loud crash. Hiccup dropped the bellows and raced to the window. Outside the shop in perfect view was a Hideous Zippleback.

The monster appeared dazed, this was his chance. Hiccup ran to the table of weapons and grabbed one at random before rushing outside to challenge the two headed dragon.

As Hiccup ran to defend the town he noticed he had no trouble lifting this weapon. Hiccup hoped the reason was his arms were getting stronger, but in his heart he knew that wasn't it. Slowly, still running at the gigantic beast, he looked down.

He was not carrying a hammer, or axe. Not even a sword or dagger. What Hiccup had managed to grab in the heat of battle was a pair of tongs. He thought about running back into the armory to grab a real weapon, but it was too late. The Zippleback had seen him.

Dropping the tongs, Hiccup turned and ran back towards the safety of the hut. As he neared it, one head of the dragon sprayed its green breath at him while the other ignited the gas. Hiccup stopped as the resulting dragon's fire hit the hut. Hiccup changed direction.

Voices were coming from the distance, but Hiccup paid them no mind as the two dragon heads continued to snap at him. He wasn't the fasted runner; if the dragon caught up to him it would all be over. Hiccup relied on his knowledge of Berk, he was able to make twists and turns that the dragon couldn't anticipate, but it wouldn't last for long. This was a game of cat and mouse and Hiccup had the dreadful feeling that he was the mouse.

Hiccup could barely register the rising sun when he tripped. _Well, this is it. It's finally over_, he thought. Hiccup braced himself for the two heads of the Hideous Zippleback to bite into his flesh, but the bite never came.

It took Hiccup a moment to look up and realize the dragon was looking off in the distance. Hiccup wondered why, then the answer came in the angry shouting of Vikings. They were throwing hammers at the Zippleback. It turned from Hiccup to charge at them, leaving the boy free.

He raced back to Gobber's blacksmith stall in time to see the fire being put out by Astrid and Snotlout. Astrid was the first to notice him.

"Hiccup! Where were you! We all thought you were trapped inside," she yelled.

"Um…well..." Here was the tricky part. Telling her he had failed to kill a dragon wasn't so bad, telling her he hadn't even grabbed a real weapon was. If he was going to lie about any of it he might as well lie about all of it, "I was…uh…attacked, yeah, by like ten dragons! I was going to…you know…kill them, but then I thought…maybe I should leave some…you know…for you."

Astrid rolled her eyes and went back to putting out the fire. Snotlout just laughed.

"Why would ten dragons go after you?" he snorted. "You're like…a fish bone. You couldn't catch a dragon if your life depended on it. In fact, you couldn't-"

"That's enough!" Gobber said coming up behind him. "Get back to work puttin' out my shop."

Gobber turned sharply to Hiccup. Stoick was close behind.

"I leave you for five minutes to watch my shop and it's burned to the ground."

"Sorry, Gobber. In my defense, the dragon did do most, if not all, of the burning."

"Hiccup," Stoick said severely, "this has gone far enough. Gobber's being generous keeping you around! You were left in charge of the shop; it was your job to keep this from happening! Can you not do anything right?"

Hiccup flinched at his father's words. He knew his dad didn't mean what he was saying, but it hurt nonetheless. Stoick was not good at hiding his innermost feelings.

"Now Stoick, you know Hiccup didn't mean it," Gobber said, causing Hiccup to feel a wave of guilt. Even after having his shop destroyed Gobber was still standing up for Hiccup. "Come on, let's see the internal damage."

Gobber directed Stoick away from Hiccup into the scorched building. Stoick gave Hiccup a hard look, clearly a command to go home, before following Gobber into the building.

Astrid and Snotlout were putting out the last of the fires while older Vikings were busy cleaning up the dead and wounded, both Vikings and dragons. Hiccup looked past them as he made his way home. There weren't too many casualties tonight, and, of the few, most of them were dragons.

Hiccup spotted the twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut hitting each other. They noticed Hiccup and started laughing and pointing. He was too far away to hear what they were saying, but he could imagine. It was good he was going back to Hogwarts soon. He wasn't really respected there either, but at least nobody whispered behind his back. No one at Hogwarts called him a runt, or pitied his father for having such a weakling for a son. No one at Hogwarts feared he was too weak to be the next chief of Berk.

Maybe his Care of Magical Creatures class would teach him how to kill dragons. Maybe then he could come back not as Hiccup the Failure, but as Hiccup the Hero, ready to kill the next dragon that dared to fly over Berk. Then he would be just like everybody else.

* * *

><p>Flynn Rider ran as the Southern Island princes chased him. He was getting bolder with his thefts, but he still avoided heavily guarded places. He'd heard the Southern Isles didn't have a very strong palace guard, so he'd thought he'd try it. What he failed to realize was that they had a small palace guard because they had so many princes - 14 in all, the youngest was only a few years below Flynn's age.<p>

Flynn was regretting trying to rob an island. There was no easy escape. He kept running into cliffs and beaches. He'd already dropped the fancy coat he'd stolen, why couldn't the princes leave him be? Flynn ran close to a cliff's edge, hoping the princes would be too afraid of falling off to pursue him. It hadn't worked so far.

The youngest prince picked that minute to throw a book at Flynn. He dodged it, but lost his balance and toppled into the water. Fortunately, he hadn't been too high up. Flynn quickly ducked under the surface of the water and started to swim away. He could hear the princes yelling at him to never come back. _Wasn't planning on it_, he thought.

Flynn pulled from his pouch a small vile of Gillyweed he had stolen. As quick as he could, he ingested it, growing gills and webbed fingers and feet. He didn't know how long the plant would last, but hopefully long enough for him to swim to the harbor. There were plenty of merchant ships heading out. Flynn had stowed away on one of them to get to the Southern Isles in the first place. It shouldn't be so hard to find one to take him back.

Flynn swam around the island. It took longer than he anticipated, the current kept trying to drag him out to sea. He had to fight it to avoid losing sight of land. And he had no idea how to find the harbor from under water. Just as his gills were about to close up, leaving him stranded a few miles from shore, he spotted the bottom of a boat. Flynn swam to it as quickly as he could and scaled the barnacle-covered boat in the nick of time. He crashed onto the deck.

"Hey, you! This isn't a passenger vessel!" the man at the wheel said.

"I'm sorry, my good sir," Flynn said, springing to his feet. "As you may or may not have noticed, I was about to drown. If you would be so kind as to drop me off at the harbor, I would be happy to find some other boat to stowaway- I mean, uh, legally pay for my passage, on."

"Oh, stowaway, you say?" the man asked. "They'll have you drawn and quartered if you're caught."

"Don't worry, I won't get caught," Flynn said as he wrung the seawater out of his vest.

"How old are you?" the man asked.

"Seventeen," Flynn answered. He hadn't thought of his age in a long time. Seventeen. He should be in his final year at Hogwarts ... except for the whole being expelled bit. No chance he would ever be allowed to do magic, not that he could anyway since Pitch Black broke his wand.

"A teenager you say? You know, if it's passage you seek, maybe I can be of assistance. This is not a passenger ship, but I admit that the nights of sailing can get lonely. I wouldn't say no to the company. How far are you going?"

"Uh...I hadn't thought that far ahead. Corona maybe? Or Arendelle?"

"Well then, welcome aboard. My name is Trader Johann."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: The story of how Rapunzel acquired Pascal can be found in the book_ The Art of Tangled_.**

**Trader Johann is from Dreamworks Dragons: Riders/Defenders of Berk**


	5. Goin' Back to Hogwarts

Merida dragged her heavy trunk through the train station. It weighed a ton. Not only did she have to bring her school supplies, which doubled since last year because of her new classes, but she also had to bring various things her mum thought she should be working on, such as her lute, maps of the surrounding grounds to work on geography, trade agreements with other towns like Weasleton, and books full of famous speeches and poems she was supposed to practice.

Mum had offered to come with her, but Merida insisted on going alone. She didn't want Mum remembering some last minute lesson or anything. Merida had even left early. Ever since Diagon Alley, Mum had been adding things to her roster like crazy. She never had any time to practice sword fighting or archery anymore. Hopefully she could find time at Hogwarts, she'd brought her bow and arrows just in case. She longed for the days when she didn't have to be a princess.

As Merida struggled to lift her trunk, Jack Frost appeared.

"You could help me, you know," Merida said as she heaved the trunk up.

"Why should I? You weren't very helpful when I was struggling. Remember that?"

"Nope," Merida said honestly. She didn't remember ever helping Jack with his trunk. She knew she hadn't helped him last year, and she didn't meet him until after the train got going their first year. Of course, she didn't remember everything that had happened. It was possible she had helped, or as Jack claimed, not helped, with his trunk. Merida just preferred living in the present, not the past. Jack looked a little hurt, but Merida wasn't going to apologize. Despite his protests, Jack did assist her with the trunk. He was now taller than she was, so it was easier for him.

As soon as it was safely tucked away, Merida and Jack walked the train looking for a cabin.

"So how long have you been here?" Merida asked.

"Only a few hours," Jack said lightly.

"Hours? And I thought I left early. Why didn't you stay home longer?"

"My sister - she woke up with a cough - I had to go into town for the apothecary. Once the apothecary got there mother stopped paying attention to me, and my sister was too sick to care. I figured I'd get out of their hair, so here I am."

"I wish my brothers would get sick, so Mum would have someone to fuss over besides me. They can get away with murder, I can ne'er get away with anythin'."

"Murder? Really? So if I want someone killed, I should just send them to your brothers?" Jack said lightly.

"I may have been speaking in hyperbole…a wee bit."

"That's not a little. That's a lot."

"Like you haven't spoken in hyperbole, 'Mr. I'm too stuck up to buy anything!'"

Jack didn't respond, instead he pointed out the window at Rapunzel and Gothel. Merida and Jack quickly put aside their differences to go help Rapunzel with her trunk. Gothel abandoned Rapunzel as soon as Jack offered to help. As the three lifted her trunk onto the train, Hiccup showed up. The four of them returned to their cabin and had a long discussion of what they had done over the summer. Rapunzel proudly pulled out a tiny green creature.

"I'm calling him Pascal," she announced.

"What is he?" Merida asked.

"A chameleon." Hiccup said as the animal changed colors to blend in with Rapunzel's purple dress. Hiccup went on, "They're like the Changewings of the muggle world. They can change their skin to blend in with their surroundings."

"Are chameleons allowed at Hogwarts?" Merida asked, "Didn't the letter say students could only have owls, cats, or toads?"

"Do you think I'll get in trouble?" Rapunzel asked, her brow creasing.

"Nah," Jack answered, "I'm pretty sure I saw a guy in Slytherin with a pet rat. You're fine."

"I don't think you have to worry, either," Hiccup said. "But to be safe you could always transfigure him into one of the animals allowed, the toad should be easy, they're both reptiles."

"Will long-term transfiguration hurt?" Rapunzel asked, pulling out her wand.

"I don't think so, though trans-species transfiguration is hard to do. Very few people can do it on Berk. You might want to wait and ask Professor Bunnymund about it."

"Don't listen to him, the chicken," Merida chided. "You're powerful, and if it does hurt him you can always use your hair. You'll see Professor Bunnymund sometime this week. You can transfigure Pascal now and then turn him back before too long if it turns out it will hurt him."

Rapunzel nodded and performed the spell, turning Pascal from a chameleon to a frog. The little animal looked around scared and confused and started going in circles. Rapunzel performed the counter-spell quickly.

"That wasn't a toad, it was a frog," Hiccup said.

"A frog is close enough," Merida argued. "Who would notice the difference. I mean, who's going to notice if you've got a frog, toad, or chameleon?"

"I'll only make him be a frog when we're in the presence of a teacher or someone who might tattle," she decided. "You guys won't tattle, will you?"

"Of course not!" everyone promised.

"That's another thing, Mother doesn't know. I hide Pascal whenever she's around."

"You're going behind your mother's back?" Hiccup asked, his jaw dropping.

"Well, she didn't strictly forbid _him_, and so long as she doesn't know about him, I don't think she will. Please don't tell her."

"We won't tell anyone, Rapunzel. We'll be your secret keepers," Hiccup said.

"Secret whatsit?" Jack asked. Merida leaned forward, she'd never heard of a secret keeper either.

"Secret keeper," Rapunzel said. "When someone casts the Fidelius charm, they select a secret keeper. The secret keeper is the only person in the whole world who can find them, or tell anyone else where they are. Mother Gothel wanted to put one on me to hide my hair but my parents wouldn't let her. They wanted their soldiers to be able to find me, and if you're just going to tell everyone there's no point in the charm."

"So what's the difference between that and just going into hiding without telling anyone?" Merida asked.

"If I cast it on myself right now," Hiccup said, "with Rapunzel as my secret keeper, you two wouldn't be able to find me, even though I was right here. Even though you know I am right here. That's how the charm works. Of course, the second Rapunzel says, 'He's sitting there' you'll be able to find me, though you wouldn't be able to tell anyone else where I am."

"Wow, think I could use that to get away from my Mum?" Merida asked.

"Why would you want that?" Jack asked, "Your mother's the only one who can stand you."

Merida promptly took the cushion from her seat and whacked Jack with it. He started laughing and took his own cushion to use against Merida, but hit Hiccup instead. Before they knew it, they were in a full fledged pillow fight. When all four of them were exhausted, and covered in feathers, they settled back down, content to watch Pascal changing colors for the remainder of the trip.

* * *

><p>When the Hogwarts Express pulled into Hogsmeade, Jack led the group to the line of Theshal-pulled carriages. Hiccup was the only one of them who could see these beasts, having been the only one to see death, but they all knew of the skeletal creatures.<p>

The foursome made a beeline for a carriage. The girls got in first, then Hiccup, but just as Jack was climbing in a man called out,"Halt!"

Jack jumped back down to the ground as a man wearing golden armor with a sun emblem in the center approached them. The man was astride a white horse that seemed to be glaring at Jack. Hiccup stood up in the carriage.

"Something wrong?" Hiccup asked. Jack was grateful. He wasn't the best at dealing with authority, he had a tendency to say and do things that would get him in trouble. From the sword at his side and the official looking crest plastered on his uniform Jack could tell that he did not want trouble with this guy.

"We're inspecting the students, just regulations. My horse, Maximus, can handle it."

"It's okay," Rapunzel called to her friends. "He's from Corona. That's our crest."

"Princess Rapunzel?" the man said in awe, nearly falling off his horse. "I mean, of course, your parents said you were here - that's why they sent us - but I never truly believed. You're supposed to be lost."

"It's alright. I am not lost. I am here. My parents did not want everyone to know I was a witch. You may carry on your inspection."

"That won't be necessary…I'm sure the king did not send us here to search you."

"Oh, the inspection won't hurt anything. I could use a delay before starting school work," Merida offered. The man nodded and gave free reign to Maximus to smell them.

"Why all the extra security?" Jack asked as the horse smelled him.

"The King and Queen heard rumors of attacks last year. While they were informed the threat was removed, they corresponded with King Fergus of Scotland to make the school beef up security. We were informed that the Sandman would be here, but it wasn't enough for your parents. The other guards and myself were sent here from Corona to protect you. We will be patrolling the school year round. You can come to us any time you need, Princess. We are all at your service."

The guard bowed as Maximus started his inspection of Rapunzel. She giggled as he sniffed her. When he reached her pocket she pulled out Pascal.

The horse and chameleon seemed to be having a conversation. Maximus suddenly licked Pascal, getting Rapunzel wet as well. The Guard immediately pulled him back.

"Sorry about that," he said quickly. "Maximus is the best tracker on my team, but he can get distracted when other animals are involved. You're all clean. Have fun at school. If you have any needs, Princess Rapunzel, we'll be just outside the school."

Rapunzel nodded and the guard stepped back, letting the carriage take off towards the school.

"Man, I think that guy's in love with you," Jack commented when they were out of range.

"Can you believe him?" Merida complained. "Other Princess right here. But does he offer to do all for me? NO!"

"I thought you hated being a princess and all that other girly stuff?" Hiccup said gently.

"I don't hate being a girl. I'm just not fond of all the restrictions because I'm a girl. But to have him carry on like Rapunzel is something special - no offense Rapunzel - without even acknowledging me - it's just insensitive. Weren't you incensed? He didn't acknowledge you as the heir to your tribe."

"It's not a big deal. Most people don't even know Berk exists, let alone that I'm the son of the chief. Even on Berk it's not big."

Rapunzel, Hiccup, and Merida continued their conversation on who noticed they were royalty and who didn't. Jack was sure they didn't mean it, but he was left out. He had no title, no money, no lineage to brag about. The only special thing about him was that he could make frost, and even that had only gotten him in trouble so far.

Jack could have interrupted and tried to turn the conversation to something more inclusive, but Gothel's words circled in his head. He was afraid of reminding them that he was the odd one out, afraid that if he said anything they would start to notice that all his friends were royalty–ish.

Jack gave a slight sigh of relief as the carriage pulled up to the school. Jack normally hung around his friends until they all joined their tables, but tonight he split first as he headed for the Slytherin table.

He knew he'd probably be ignored by the Slytherins, too, but at least he expected it from them. The Slytherins actively ignored him, which was still sort of paying attention. As opposed to his real friends who genuinely weren't noticing him. He hoped this wouldn't be a trend or this year was destined to be a bummer.

* * *

><p>"Look at them out there" Gothel said, peeking out from behind the window curtain in the infirmary. "What are we going to do about it?"<p>

"Do?" Pitch Black replied. "We can't do anything. Not so long as the wretched Sandman is floating around here."

"I don't get it." Gothel pulled the curtain closed, "You had no problems sneaking around under Ombric, The Tooth Fairy, Easter Bunny, the Man in the Moon, and the others, but the second Sandman gets here you go into hiding?"

"Sandman is not like the others. He is not being distracted trying to teach. He is not hiding his true power from the students. They know he is the Sandman from the stories. Besides, his power is the polar opposite of mine. He would be able to detect any Nightmares I sent, not to mention he has the power to undo all my work. We'll have to make them believe the school is completely safe so he leaves. A pity. I so wanted revenge on Jack Frost for telling them about my Nightmares."

"Your Nightmares escaped though, didn't they?"

"Yes. During the past year we generated enough fear for them to survive on their own. I got them all out before Sandman searched the Dark Forest. But he will be on the lookout. I can't do anything so long as he's here."

"Nothing? Now Pitch, I find that hard to believe. There must be something we can do?"

"Do you have a suggestion?"

"It's Rapunzel's friends who did this, isn't it? They set Sandman on us, they convinced Rapunzel to leave me. And they know about her hair. The boy even had the nerve to threaten to tell everyone what I was using her hair for! What if we went after them?"

"Sandman would notice."

"Not if it's subtle enough. Perhaps we could encourage them to leave the school. If they left-"

"They would be out of Sandman's range of surveillance, and we could attack," Pitch cut Gothel off as he recognized her plan.

"Exactly." Gothel continued with a smile. "It could take a long time, but the revenge will be worth it; all good things to those who wait."

* * *

><p>At the Ravenclaw table, Rapunzel listened to her housemates as they recounted what happened over the summer. Last year Rapunzel had been forced to live with Gothel in the infirmary, but this year Gothel said she could live wherever she wanted.<p>

Rapunzel was thrilled to be back, but a little scared of her classes. She had done well up until this point, but last year she struggled a bit. What if she was terrible at her new classes? Last year Gothel had kept her so busy she never had time to ask any older students about classes they were taking. Rapunzel had picked classes that sounded interesting but she was still nervous about them. She wasn't even sure if any of the other third years were taking them.

Part of Rapunzel worried that she'd be the only Ravenclaw in her electives. Gothel had warned her that this might happen. After signing up for classes, Gothel had recounted everything she knew about the subjects, which all sounded terrible and scary. While she wasn't exactly sure what anyone had signed up for, there were only five electives to choose from, someone she knew must have picked the same classes. If they could handle it, so could she.

Rapunzel glanced up at the sorting ceremony as another boy was called for Ravenclaw. She would have to brave it out. She couldn't let those first years know how scared she was.

Rapunzel took a drink of her pumpkin juice and promised herself that she would be a good example to all the new students. She could do this, she could. No matter what Gothel said.

* * *

><p>Hiccup looked around his old room in the Hufflepuff dormitory after the feast. There was one less bed in the third year boy's dorm now. Last year one of the victims of the Fearling curse was Hiccup's roommate Crispin. Though the curse had been reversed, Crispin had lost his magical abilities and couldn't attend school anymore. It was just Hiccup, Robert and William now.<p>

"I can't believe he's gone," Will whispered as he started to unpack.

"What a rotten fate," Rob commented, "to have to do things the muggle way."

"It's not so bad," Hiccup added.

"Of course you'd say that," Rob said harshly. "You were a squib, you didn't need a stupid curse thing to take your powers."

"ROB!" Will scolded. "Sorry, Hiccup. We're both still a little – on edge - about what happened last year."

"I'm not on edge! And it's true. If anyone should have lost their powers it was you. You would have been fine being a muggle, but I guess the Slytherins wouldn't hurt you since you buddy up with them."

"One, I didn't 'buddy up' with all the Slytherins, just the one, and two, it was not him doing it."

"All I know is that they never caught the person doing it, and that Crispin was attacked the day after he fought with your friend."

"I was attacked that night, too," Hiccup said softly. It was true. He was not changed into a Fearling, but was gravely injured. Rob stopped talking as Hiccup pointed out his logical fallacy.

"Let's put it all aside," Will said. "What happened happened, much as we wish it didn't. I'm sorry for what happened to Crispin, and all the others, but we won't solve anything by fighting. Hufflepuffs are supposed to stick together, be loyal and trust each other. Let's prove we belong in this house by being loyal to each other, and to Crispin, even if he's not a wizard anymore. To Hufflepuffs!"

Will conjured glasses of water and the three roommates drank. Hiccup was glad to get out of the fight, but he wasn't as proud to be a Hufflepuff as his roommates were. He liked his house, but he could tell his dad was disappointed last year when he visited Hogwarts and saw that Hufflepuff was practically a Hogwarts joke.

Stoick hadn't said anything, of course, but Hiccup was perceptive enough to see how his father really felt. The only good news was that no one else on Berk was familiar enough with Hogwarts to understand the differences between the houses, so Hiccup had not had to go through the embarrassment with the other kids his own age. Even though he could cast spells, his magic still wasn't as strong as theirs, his spells lacked power behind them. If he couldn't learn to cast better or fight dragons better, there would be no place for him on Berk. As he settled into bed, Hiccup hoped that he could be good at his electives this year. Maybe then he would belong.

* * *

><p>Merida paced around the room she shared with three other Gryffindor girls. They were sleeping peacefully, but Merida was stressing out. The feast itself had been fine, it was when she got back to the Gryffindor common room that she had trouble.<p>

Professor Bunnymund had called her over before she got a chance to get settled in her room. Apparently her Mum had been corresponding with Bunnymund over the summer to ensure that Merida would actually go through with her lessons. He would be checking in with her every Sunday. On top of that, all her professors were instructed to correct her behavior in class.

It was one thing for Mum to be pushy and controlling at home, but to control her at school? This was too much.

Eventually Merida paced out her anger and was able to settle into the bed. She would just have to find some workaround. Maybe her professors would be more lenient than her mother. Hopefully.

_At least, s_he thought,_ I'll be free at Hogsmeade._

Dreams of Hogwarts soon morphed into riding Angus, letting her hair flow in the wind as she rode though the glen, firing arrows into the sunset. That was freedom. How she wished that _that_ was her destiny.

* * *

><p>Jack sat quietly on his bed contemplating how to proceed. Ever since he overheard Gothel accusing him of being a social climber, he knew he would have to get some non-royal friends. He had been planning to make friends with the first years, but whenever he tried to introduce himself to one of them the other older Slytherins got in the way. No one would talk to him. At all.<p>

Jack knew Derek was behind it. A few of the second years who had been friends with Camicazi looked like they might be willing to talk to him, until Derek said something to them. Then they shut him out.

Jack might be able to try talking to one of them in the hall or common room when Derek wasn't around, but they might think he was being creepy and stalking them…and giving Derek more fuel to use against him.

Jack glanced at his other roommates, all of them either sleeping or ignoring him. They got off on the wrong foot during their first year, but that was two whole years ago. Maybe they would be more receptive to him now…unlikely, he knew, but unless Flynn or Camicazi came back, he would be alone in Slytherin house. If this year was anything like the last two, he would be spending a lot of time in Slytherin house as punishment; he needed allies.

For now he could do nothing but sleep, but tomorrow, tomorrow he would try to make amends. With this thought he fell into a deep, restful sleep filled with snowball fights.

* * *

><p><strong>AN:** **David Gale asked if Anna and Elsa will make an appearance. Not likely. Tangled and Frozen exist in the same universe, as evidenced by Rapunzel's cameo at the coronation, so anything that exists in Frozen does exist in this fanfiction. I just don't think Anna, and especially not Elsa, would ever leave their palace, at least until the coronation which happens after Rapunzel's 18th birthday. So, aside from a few mentions, I doubt they will come into play.**

**Dragonbreath asked about my updating schedule. I update weekly, typically on Sundays.**


	6. Not Always Together

Merida marched down to breakfast, already tired even though it was early in the morning. Though she had slept well in the night, she was awakened by an owl before the sun was even up, and not the kind that live outside. No, this owl was right in her bedroom with a scroll from her mother. Apparently the owl was trained to wake her up at dawn, part of that whole 'a princess rises early' thing the queen was getting at.

At first Merida had tried to roll away from it, but the dumb beast wouldn't let her be. It plucked at her hair and screeched in her ear until she sat up. When Merida was finally awake enough, she saw the bird had a second scroll. It was yet another list of things she needed to work on.

Merida tried to go back to sleep once the bird left, but it was no use. She was too awake. She spent the morning trying to do the things her mum's letter asked, things like: Sit up straight, brush your hair, don't forget to smile, be compassionate, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. The whole thing was so boring. Merida wished she could practice her archery instead, but she was sure her bow would get confiscated if she tried to use it on the school grounds, except perhaps in the forest, but she had no desire to go back in there, bow or not.

Eventually other students got up and they went down to breakfast. Halfway through a plate of cinnamon rolls, Merida decided to take a look at her school schedule for this year, hopefully it wouldn't be too packed.

She breathed out a sigh of relief when she saw that the first class of the day was Care of Magical Creatures. Maybe they could teach her how to get that owl to let her sleep in.

After finishing breakfast Merida happily followed the Gryffindors outside for the first lesson. As they walked Slytherins joined up with them. Merida scanned the crowd for Jack but didn't see him.

Merida started to worry. Last year whenever Jack missed a class it meant there was an attack on the school. Jack had been cleansed of the poison making him black out, but Merida wouldn't be happy until she knew what had happened to him.

She decided maybe Jack was just playing a prank, trying to scare her, the lout. Merida turned her attention back to the class as a giant goose came out of the woods. Sitting sidesaddle on it was a young woman. The woman pulled the goose's reins and gently slid off.

"I am Katherine Shalazar, and I shall be your instructor," the lady announced. "You may call me Katherine, everyone does. Now, can anyone tell me what kind of magical creature I just rode in on?"

Several hands went up. Merida knew it was a goose, but she had never seen one so big, and last time she checked geese weren't magical.

Katherine called on a Slytherin girl.

"It's a Giant Snow Goose."

"That is correct. Her name is Kailash. Does anyone know where Great Snow Geese are from?"

"The Himalayas," the same girl said.

"Correct. That was where I got her. One of the first things to know about geese, magical or not, is that they imprint on the first thing that they see. In Kailash's case, it was me."

Merida nearly forgot about Jack as she listened to Katherine tell them stories of her Snow Goose. She almost forgot she was in class. Professor Katherine was a great storyteller.

She told stories of all the places she and Kailash had visited, from the great North Pole, to a continent named America, and then all the way down to a place called Australia. Merida did enjoy the stories, but she wasn't always sure what she was supposed to be picking up. Sometimes Katherine would say something particular about the goose, like what kind of food it ate, but Merida couldn't tell if she was supposed to be paying attention to such small details, or if they were just to embellish her tales.

When Katherine finished her stories (without assigning any homework, thankfully), Merida left the grounds to go up to her next new class, Divination.

She was most exited for this class. Ever since she had seen the Will o' the Wisps when she was a little girl she had an interest in fate and destiny. She hoped the lesson would predict that she would be free forever.

Merida panted as she made her way up the steps to the tower. Just her luck that this class would fall after Care of Magical Creatures. The edge of the forest was about as far as you could get from the Divination Tower.

She finally did make it, and with a minute to spare. The Divination room didn't look the least bit like any classroom Merida had ever seen. She couldn't say that she liked it. The room was hot and stuffy. Overstuffed chairs filled the room, surrounding various tables. Merida spotted Rapunzel sitting on a small pink chair. Merida sat next to her.

"I'm so excited," Rapunzel whispered. "I wonder what we'll learn about our fate."

"As long as my fate doesn't involve my mother I'll be happy," Merida whispered back. Both girls fell into silence as a short plump woman came into the room carrying a monkey in a turban.

"This is Vigor, the Visionary, and he is your Divination professor," the woman said. Her voice had a thick, deep accent that Merida couldn't place. The classroom erupted into murmurs. They had never had a non-human teacher before.

The woman seemed to take no notice and continued, "I am Malika, his interpreter. Now, the art of Divination is a gift. A gift not everyone possesses. Some of you will see visions of your future so clear it is like looking into the mirror; others may be so murky it is impossible to tell anything. However, if you have an open mind we can help you to clear the murky waters of fate and look upon your destiny."

Malika then directed them to prepare tea. Rapunzel seemed to know how to serve the tea, so Merida just sat back and relaxed. All the pots of tea boiling left Merida wishing she had this class with Slytherins. It was stifling. Jack would be able to keep her cool. That is, if he bothered to show up at all.

While the girls waited for their tea to steep, Merida asked Rapunzel, "Have you seen Jack this morning?"

"No. Hiccup and I had our morning free, so we went to get the empty classroom set up with the curtains we painted, just like last year, but we assumed Jack and you had class."

"I did, but Jack wasn't there."

"Oh no, you don't suppose something happened to him? Not like last year."

"I hope not. Do you have anything after this?"

"Potions, with Slytherin, then lunch."

"Good. I have Transfiguration. If Jack's not in Potions and if Hiccup hasn't seen him, I'm skipping lunch to look for Jack."

Rapunzel nodded and the two drank their tea, following Malika's instructions to swirl the dregs and look at the leaves. The only thing Merida could see in her cup of tea was clumps of leaves. Rapunzel was trying harder, but even she seemed confused. Malika and Vigor were walking around looking in the cups. Vigor would make some gestures to Malika and she would tell the student what their cup meant.

"What do you see in your cup?" Malika asked. Rapunzel went first.

"Well, that looks a little like a cat, and this here, this looks like a yoke, and this one looks kind of like scissors, oh and this is a turtle, I think."

"Hm…Vigor says you have someone in your life who is not who they say they are. They are controlling you, but if you have patience, you will be able to cut away this false friend and find freedom."

Rapunzel took her cup back and started inspecting it while Malika moved on to Merida.

"Well, child. What is it that you see?" Merida looked into her cup. Everything just looked like blobs.

"I guess that could be a bear. And that one could be a ring."

"Oh! A ring! That is an excellent sign. A sign of marriage."

"MARRIAGE?! But I'm not thirteen for another two weeks! Who would I be marrying?!"

"Well, as I said, the future is a difficult thing. It does seem to signify a life-changing event such as a marriage, though it is hard to tell how far in the future these events are."

"What about the bear?" Rapunzel asked, gazing into Merida's cup.

"A bear can mean strength or difficulty, or both. I would think-" Malika stopped talking as the monkey screeched in her ear.

"Oh yes," Malika nodded to the monkey. "Vigor says he sees in your cup a symbol of the matron and of new beginnings. It seems to him that cup is saying your marriage will mark the beginning of a new chapter, something to do with your mother. Perhaps you will become like her."

"That…that can't be my fate," Merida protested. "There has to be more."

"The tea cup says nothing else. We, however, have the whole semester to practice other forms of divination. Perhaps one of them will provide you with the fate you seek. And if not, there's always next year."

Merida rolled her eyes as Malika and Vigor moved on. Her fate couldn't be to become her mother, could it? No. She wouldn't let that happen. No one said she had to get married. She wasn't even interested in dating. Much less marriage. The cup had to be wrong. Merida wasn't even positive she'd seen what she said. She was just making stuff up.

As soon as class let out Merida left in a huff. Even if that was what the cup saw…who said fate _had_ to happen. Maybe she could change it. Changing her fate could wait, though. Right now, she had to see if Hiccup had seen Jack Frost.

* * *

><p>Hiccup calmly waited for Transfiguration to start. He was going over the forms they'd learned last year. He spent all summer practicing, but somehow his magic never did what it was supposed to. He knew he was making the move right. Not only had he seen it done a million times on Berk, but he'd even done a fair job helping Jack, Rapunzel and Merida practicing in their classroom. They had mastered it, so why couldn't he?<p>

Now that he was using his left hand at least something happened when he tried, but it never turned out quite right. Much like when he tried to attack the dragon. He'd seen it done. He could mimic everyone's movements, but they just didn't seem to work for him.

Hiccup's meditation on the wand movements broke when Merida and the Gryffindors entered. Merida marched right up to Hiccup and sat down making the desk shake.

"What's with you? Didn't like Divination?" Hiccup asked, mopping up a small bit of ink that had spilled.

"Have you seen Jack?" Merida demanded, ignoring his question.

"Yeah. We had Defense Against the Dark Arts together. The professor gave a wonderful lecture on boggarts and-"

"Jack was there? So he just skipped first period? And to think I was worried about the lout."

"Skipped? He didn't say anything to me about skipping."

"Obviously. He knew you'd lecture him about the value of education or something."

"I don't lecture-"

"Yeah you do. I'm sure you don't think of it as lectures, but you could give most of our professors a run for their money. Not that we mind it when you're being boring and all."

Hiccup was inclined to argue with her; he wasn't lecturing, he was just helping them practice. Before he could say anything, however, Professor Bunnymund came to begin class.

Hiccup spent the rest of the lesson taking notes while Merida doodled. When class concluded, Hiccup and Merida prepared to leave for lunch together, however Bunnymund stopped them. Well, technically he only stopped Merida, but Hiccup waited for her.

"Princess Merida, a moment," Bunnymund said coming over to them.

"What?" Merida asked.

"Merida, I couldn't help but notice what you were writing, or rather, not writing."

"What does it matter what I write or don't write? I'm sure I wasn't the only one."

"'Course not, but you are the only one whose mother's been nagging me about it. Your mum wants you to behave like a proper sheila."

"What? She told you not to let me draw?"

"No, she told me to make sure you were paying attention." Bunnymund heaved a sigh, "Look, I ain't trying to say ya gotta follow these rules, I'm just spo'sta remind when you forget them. You're not in trouble or anything. It's just a gentle reminder. You could be a queen one day, just like yer mum. You should listen to her. Soon enough you'll have a little princess o' yer own ta nag at."

"Whatever. Hiccup, let's go," Merida grabbed Hiccup's arm and dragged him away. They marched in silence for several minutes. Merida's face burned as red as her hair. He could imagine how humiliated she was. He would be mortified too if the professor had called him out for not paying attention. Not that that could ever happen because Hiccup almost always paid attention. Still, Hiccup started to wonder. Merida's mother had asked for extra instruction from the professor. Merida was being groomed to be a queen. Would Stoick ever ask the school for extra guidance for his son? Hiccup didn't think he would.

Part of it was simple Viking culture. Vikings did not attend more school than they absolutely had to…except for Hiccup who liked school. But another part of it was Hiccup. He had seen the way his father, and everyone, glared when he failed to kill that dragon. Who would want to waste time grooming him to be the chief?

As Hiccup and Merida reached the Great Hall they separated to join their house tables, both knowing they would be meeting up again for Potions after lunch.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel looked into her teacup during lunch. She was eating with Mother in the infirmary. Mother Gothel hadn't forbade her from eating in the Great Hall this year as she had last year, but Rapunzel still felt guilty going down there when Mother was all alone up here.<p>

"What are you doing, my pet?" Gothel asked.

"Trying to read the tea leaves. We were practicing in Divination this morning. I wonder if I've learned enough to decipher it."

"Don't be ridiculous Rapunzel, of course you haven't. Divination is one of the hardest arts to learn, even for a master. How could a silly little girl like you possibly know anything?"

Rapunzel put the cup down. Mother was right. She didn't know anything.

"Besides, if you've just had your fortunes read, you really don't need to read them again? Do you, my Flower?"

"I suppose not."

"By the way, what did your tea leaves say?"

"They said I should be wary of someone…someone close to me isn't who they say they are."

Mother Gothel inhaled sharply, so sharply she started coughing on her own tea. Rapunzel jumped up in an instant.

"Oh no, oh Mother, what should I do?" Rapunzel panicked. What if Mother choked to death? What would she do then? Could her hair bring people back from the dead? Fortunately Gothel was able to get the cough under control and reassure Rapunzel that she was fine, before turning the conversation back to the tea leaves.

"It's that boy! Jack Frost! I told you he was using you. He's the one who's lying to you. The Divination class confirmed it."

"But…I don't think…"

"Rapunzel, of course you don't. Leave the thinking to those who are smart."

"But it couldn't be Jack, truly. I was just with him for Potions, and I'll be with him again after lunch for Transfiguration. He was so friendly…Merida had suspected he was cutting class earlier, but Jack explained that it was all a miscommunication. Merida just didn't realize he wasn't taking Care of Magical Creatures."

"Rapunzel, I don't want to see you get hurt. Guard yourself around this boy," Gothel urged. Rapunzel let the conversation drop. She never could win against Mother, but she didn't believe Mother Gothel was right for an instant. Jack couldn't just be using her. He was her friend. He would never hurt her.

* * *

><p>Jack Frost glared across the table at Derek. Jack had hoped to make friends with someone, anyone, in his house that morning. When he realized he had the morning free, he had passed up the chance to go up to their club room in the hopes of meeting a nice Slytherin. Jack had been as friendly as he could possibly be. But it was no use.<p>

Jack couldn't say he was surprised. The majority of Slytherin students came from wizarding families. Many of them knew at least one other Slytherin before they were even sorted. They'd all heard that Jack wasn't a pureblood, they wouldn't even give him a chance.

He had just about given up on the idea of making friends with anyone in his house. Maybe next year he would have better luck. He doubted it.

Jack finished eating and went to the Transfiguration classroom. He smiled when he spotted Rapunzel and went to join her.

"Have a nice lunch with your mother?" Jack asked as he sat down. Rapunzel nodded. Jack smiled, "Are you positive she didn't upset you? If she does, I'd be more than happy to come to stand up for you."

Rapunzel giggled, "No, that won't be necessary. Mother's only looking out for me."

"I'm sure she is, but looking out for you and making you happy are different. I'm here for you. Always."

"Thanks. I knew Mother was wrong about you."

"About what?" Jack asked casually.

"Oh, you know, my fortune from Divination. It said someone close to me was deceiving me. Mother thinks it's you. I don't."

Jack nervously laughed, but made no attempt to continue the conversation. He was relieved when Professor Bunnymund came in to start the lecture. Having Gothel saying he was using his friends was insulting enough, but now Rapunzel's tea was saying it? How many signs would it take for Rapunzel to start believing it?

Jack didn't want Rapunzel to think he was hanging around trying to use her. He needed to get out. Before he knew it the lesson was over. He was about to get up and leave with the Slytherins when Rapunzel called to him.

"Wait, I wanted to ask Professor Bunnymund about Pascal."

"You can do it on your own," Jack said, trying to leave. He turned and looked at Rapunzel. She looked sad and scared. He smiled gently.

"Okay, I'll go with you," Jack consented. She jumped up and hugged him, then quickly backed off. Jack and Rapunzel approached Professor Bunnymund together.

"Um, Professor, I have a question."

"Make it quick, I got another set of ankle biter's coming' in a minute."

"Yes, well, I was wondering, hypothetically, if an animal were transfigured into another animal for a long period of time, would it hurt them?"

"If it's cast wrong, then yes, but not if it's cast right. There might be a few side effects, though. Depends on how far out of its species it was transfigured."

Bunnymund moved over to the window and beckoned the teens over. Down below they saw the palace guards Rapunzel's parents had put in place. The captain of the guard was inspecting them from astride his white horse.

"See that horse, that Maximus?" Bunnymund asked, the children nodded. "He's what you might call a side effect. Several years ago, your mother, the Queen of Corona, wanted to go off with her dog. She was traveling quite some distance so, rather than carrying him on her lap in a carriage, she transfigured him into a horse."

"And that's Maximus?" Jack asked in amazement.

"No. When she arrived at her destination she turned him back into a dog, but not before he'd had relations with another horse. Their foal is Maximus. Half Andalusian horse, half purebred bloodhound."

A bell chimed and Jack and Rapunzel realized they were late for class. Rapunzel thanked the professor and the two ran off, splitting up when they reached the staircase.

Jack didn't run for long. His feet hurt. His shoes were officially too small now, but he didn't have another pair, and with Emma being sick there was no way he could buy another pair. He'd just have to put up with them.

He had Divination next. There was no way he could find the room before class started. Why worry about the inevitable? Jack chuckled to himself at the thought, the whole point of learning Divination was to worry about the inevitable. Jack hadn't been positive about taking it, but knowing the future seemed fun when he was signing up for classes. Now that he'd heard Rapunzel's fortune, he wasn't sure he wanted to know the future. He wondered what the tea leaves would say about his fate.

When Jack entered the Divination room, he was overwhelmed by the heat. The room smelled strongly of tea. He looked at the cozy pink chairs filled with Hufflepuffs and Slytherins. Jack didn't see Hiccup.

Everyone gave Jack cold looks as he entered the room. He had no friends here. Jack spotted an empty seat near some Slytherins. He silently sat there. They were all drinking tea, but none offered to tell Jack what he had missed.

Jack saw an older woman and a… was that a monkey?… wandering. They were looking at people's teacups. This must be the reading Rapunzel mentioned. Jack looked around and found a cup and teapot. He poured out some tea quickly. It was boiling. Looking at the others to make sure they were focused on their own tea, Jack put a finger on the teacup and willed it to frost over.

Jack smiled as he drank his iced tea. The others struggled to take small enough sips so that they didn't burn their tongues. Jack drank all the tea in his cup with ease.

When the professor got to his table, she picked up Jack's cup first and almost dropped it in shock.

"It's empty," She said to the monkey. He shrugged. She turned back to Jack, "Boy, did you follow the directions?"

"Um, I kinda was late and didn't hear them…" Jack confessed. The woman gave him a hard look.

"How do you expect Vigor to tell your fortune if you drink all the tea leaves? Pour yourself another cup and don't drink it all. Swirl the remains until the tea leaves clump, then gently sip out the rest of the tea."

Jack did as she instructed while she checked the other students. Again he frosted his tea so it was a pleasant drinking temperature in the stuffy old attic. Jack gulped down most of the second cup in one swallow, leaving only enough to swirl. When he finished he looked up to see the other Slytherins staring at him. Only then did he realize that they did not know about his frost powers. They must have assumed he was drinking hot tea.

Slightly embarrassed, Jack set his cup down. He wished Hiccup were here. Hiccup would have warned Jack about how odd he looked, and then defended him. Jack was distracted from his embarrassment when the Professor came over to look in his cup.

"What do you see?" she asked. Jack looked at the lumps. Nothing really stood out to him.

"I guess that looks kinda like mistletoe…and this could be the moon. This looks like a broom…I think maybe those are faces? They're kinda ugly."

"Hm, the broom has to do with friendship. The ugly faces implies quarrels…together they may mean that you will make enemies if you make mischief."

Jack started laughing, "That's not the future, that's ancient history."

"Anyway, mistletoe means that a cherished hope will remain unfulfilled…at least until after you have become tired of waiting. The moon, though, is a sign of good news."

The Professor handed him back the tea cup and moved on to the next group of students. One of the Slytherins, Hugo, leaned over and whispered,

"Hey, I think she read your fortune wrong. That isn't mistletoe, it's your raggedy clothes…and the moon means your muggle mother will have to work day and night to mend them with only your ugly face and a broom for comfort."

Jack growled at his roommate. The Slytherins just snickered. Jack wanted to throw his tea cup at Hugo, but being late for class and then getting kicked out early was a recipe for expulsion, especially with all the other trouble Jack had caused in previous years. Jack simply gritted his teeth and waited for class to end. The second it did he was out, through the trap door and down the tower. He went straight to the empty classroom on the seventh floor that he, Merida, Rapunzel, and Hiccup had claimed in their first year. Hiccup was there when Jack strode in.

"Why weren't you in Divination?" Jack demanded, far more forcefully than he meant to. Before Hiccup could answer, Merida and Rapunzel burst in.

"Why weren't you in Care of Magical Creatures?" Merida demanded. Jack turned on Merida, ready to let his anger at his roommate spill over into a confrontation with the princess.

"GUYS!" Rapunzel shouted before any actual fighting could begin, "We didn't all sign up for the same electives…we're not always gonna be together anymore."

"You mean I have to go through Divination alone! If I'd known that I wouldn't have signed up for it," Jack groaned collapsing to his knees.

"We're taking it, too," Rapunzel said. "I thought it was kinda fun."

"Speak for yourself. I hate my prophesy," Merida added.

"Mine too," Jack sulked, neglecting to add that it was worse for him because his roommates would hear his prophesies. As if they needed more material to bully him with.

"That's why I didn't sign up for it," Hiccup said. "Divination is a tricky subject at best. Only Old Wrinkly and Gothi the village Elder have been able to sooth say, and half of what they say is wrong. Once they predicted my best friend Fishlegs had the most deadly illness known to Vikings. It turned out to be just a cold. Don't worry too much about your prophesies. Chances are they won't come true.

"You don't think it's true?" Rapunzel asked.

"Maybe. All I know is, it's hard for the best of wizards to become soothsayers. As someone who thought he was a squib for the first eleven years of his life, I figured I'd pass on the most difficult wizarding art to master."

"So…what are you taking?" Merida asked Hiccup.

"Care of Magical Creatures, Ancient Runes, Muggle Studies and Arithmancy. None of them were today, though. So I can't tell you anything about them yet."

"Four? I'm only taking two new ones. I had Care of Magical Creatures," Merida said, "It's great, Professor Katherine Shalazar is really nice. Would have been more fun with Jack there."

"I'm sorry. Now that I know what Divination's like, I wish I had taken the Critter class. It's just that animals aren't my thing…you know," Jack apologized.

"They aren't really mine either, but I like being outdoors," Merida confessed.

"Did you say Shalazar?" Hiccup cut in.

"Yeah, why?"

"Do you guys remember last year…maybe I forgot to tell you…I got a letter looking into shadow travel, the way Professor Black does. It mentioned that a man named Ombric Shalazar might know something about this. I meant to investigate it more thoroughly, but other stuff got in the way. I wonder if this professor knows anything."

"Does it matter? We saved the school without this person, didn't we?" Jack asked, gladly forgetting his recent confrontation. A trail of dreamsand floated by the window. Looking out, the children saw the Sandman floating on a cloud of the golden sand circling the castle.

"We found the missing students, but we didn't find the attacker," Hiccup said softly. The four students stood in silence as they realized he was right. The attacker was still at large, which meant attacks could start up again.

Sandman was here to protect them, but the four students realized that he wouldn't be there if the headmaster was positive the attacks had stopped. None of them wanted to think about what would happen if there was another one…

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Katherine is from the Guardians of Childhood books. Vigor the Visionary is from a deleted scene in Tangled.**

**As always, now that the year has started you can award house points on the poll in my profile.**


	7. Homework and Hogsmeade

Merida opted to only take two elective classes, so after the first day she had met all her new professors. This turned out to be an exceptionally good thing, because her mum had been relentless with all the extra things she was suppose to learn. On top of getting letters practically every day outlining new work, all her professors were ready to scold her at a moment's notice. Especially Bunnymund.

Merida often found herself avoiding the Gryffindor common room. Time between classes was usually spent hiding out in the empty classroom. Often Jack, Rapunzel, or Hiccup would be there. Not that they did much good. Mum gave her so much extra work; almost every waking moment was wasted on homework.

One Saturday she was working on Divination homework with Jack and Rapunzel. Though they had the class at different times, they soon realized all the homework was identical. On this particular day, they were to attempt to decipher their dreams. Hiccup was in the room, too, listening as he did his Arithmancy homework.

"So, what did you dream?" Rapunzel asked.

"It was great," Merida answered. "I was riding through the glen with my bow."

"Do you think it's prophetic?" Rapunzel asked.

"'Course it is," Jack said as he carefully walked along the backs of the chairs. "She's always talking about riding around with a bow."

"With the rate Mum's pushing me at, I'm not sure if I'll ever get to fire my bow again. I hope it was a good sign though. What did you dream?"

"It's one I've had before," Rapunzel started. "I was with my parents. My real parents. In our castle."

"Again, of course it's going to come true!" Jack said. "Come on, you know your destiny is to be with your parents."

"I don't know. I still have a long way to go before I can fully control my magic. My parents haven't even started me on this whole princess lesson thing yet."

"Lucky," Merida mumbled.

"What did you dream, Jack?" Rapunzel asked.

"Snow. I was playing in the snow with my sister. It was great. You know, normally those dreams turn into nightmares, but not this time."

"You know, I used to get nightmares a lot here, too," Merida commented, "but I haven't had any this year."

"Me neither," Rapunzel added. "I don't think I've ever been this rested."

"It's the Sandman," Hiccup said. "He brings good dreams. At least, that's what I read."

Before Merida could ask about the Sandman, an owl crashed into the window. Jack opened the glass pane and pulled the dazed bird inside. There was a letter attached. Jack handed it to Merida.

She read the letter and nearly exploded. Mum was asking - no, telling - her what to do during their first outing in Hogsmeade. It contained a list of stores and public sights she was to visit, as well as places she was forbidden to go. Merida crumpled the letter and threw it in the fire.

"Bad news?" Hiccup asked.

"Let's not talk about it," Merida huffed. The others gave her strange looks but didn't press the issue. They went back to talking of homework. Merida only half listened. She was sick of Mum telling her what to do, correcting her on every little thing.

Eventually the group had to split up to get back to their dorms before curfew. Merida had almost forgotten about the letter by the time she got back to Gryffindor Tower. Unfortunately, Bunnymund wouldn't allow that. He was waiting for her when she opened the portrait.

"You're late," he announced.

"Bedtime isn't for an hour yet," Merida griped.

"You were supposed to be here two hours ago for your speech practice. You'll have to do it now."

"I don't want to give speeches in front of all the other Gryffindors."

"Then ya should 'ave come two hours ago when the common room was near empty," Bunnymund said swiftly.

Merida grumbled but did as he instructed. As she practiced giving the speech some of her classmates snickered. Merida glared at them. A silent promise. She would get back at anyone who dared to mock her. Maybe she should set Jack on them.

When Bunnymund deemed that she'd had enough practice the Common room cleared out pretty quickly. The show was over.

As Merida snuggled into bed that night she thought about Hogsmeade. How could Mum ruin that for her too? Merida had asked the older students about the trip. They said some professors chaperoned the trips, but didn't hang around with the kids. Maybe she could ditch the professors? With that happy thought Merida fell into a peaceful sleep, dreaming of freedom in Hogsmeade.

* * *

><p>The Hogsmeade trip came fast, or so Hiccup thought. He wasn't all that excited about it. For Merida and Jack there was novelty in seeing Briton's only all wizarding community. But Berk was an all wizarding community too, so Hiccup wasn't overly impressed by the lack of muggles. He was a bit curious about some of the shops. On Berk most stores sold Dragon killing weapons, and a few magic school supplies for Durmstrang. Hiccup wondered if that would be the case here, or if it would be more like Diagon Alley.<p>

He, Jack, Merida and Rapunzel walked out together, following the rest of the school.

They passed the Corona Palace guards. The Captain and Maximus were on duty. Rapunzel waved and the horse seemed to smile. The guards saluted her and the four continued down to Hogsmeade.

Just as they reached the outskirts of the town, a woman in red ran up to them. Hiccup rolled his eyes at the sudden appearance of Gothel.

"Mother? What are you doing here?" Rapunzel asked, "You…you said I could go."

"Don't worry. I'm not here for you. I'm just chaperoning this little outing. I wanted to make sure you and your little friends were safe," Gothel explained.

"We're fine. You can go now," Jack said rather harshly.

"Believe me, I would love to get away from you, but I was asked to watch Princess Merida. I believe you received a letter telling you where to go and where not to go?" Gothel directed her attention to the redhead. Merida scowled and rolled her eyes.

"I seem to have left it back in the tower. I can do that stuff next time."

"Don't worry, dear, I have a copy right here." Gothel pulled out a letter. Merida groaned. Gothel took Merida by the arm and steered the teenager towards the first shop on her list. A small, flowery, tea shop.

Hiccup looked at Jack and Rapunzel. They shrugged and followed Merida. Merida was being crammed into a tiny table with a large woman; Hiccup assumed the owner of the tea shop. The room was cramped and stuffy. It felt like dragons' breath, and Hiccup had been almost pinned by enough dragons to know.

None of the tables seemed to have more than two chairs. Most of the customers were older, they looked like they were on dates. After getting Merida settled, Gothel came back to Hiccup, Rapunzel, and Jack.

"You can go. Merida is supposed to remain here until she learns proper table manners."

"I suppose we should wait for her," Rapunzel said. Gothel smiled.

"I was hoping you would say that. Come Rapunzel, I had a table reserved for us in the corner." Gothel grabbed the blonde's wrist and started dragging her away. Hiccup and Jack followed, only to find the table Gothel had picked was the smallest in the shop, barely able to fit Rapunzel and Gothel, let alone the two boys.

Gothel sat and gestured for Rapunzel to sit as well.

"I…I was kind of hoping to stay with Jack and Hiccup," Rapunzel mumbled.

"Go ahead, dear, leave me here, all alone, I deserve it. I only bathed and changed and nursed you. I suppose having tea with your mother is too much too ask…"

"…You guys don't mind…it's just one drink…just until Merida is done?"

"Of course we don't mind," Hiccup said, giving the girl a friendly smile. He and Jack found another table in a dark corner of the room where they could see both Merida and Rapunzel.

"I hate this place," Jack said.

"Yeah, tea isn't a major beverage on Berk. But I wouldn't say I hated it. I mean, if we were actually with the girls it would be fine."

"Maybe. But I don't think I'll ever like tea again. Not after Divination. I know you aren't in it, but this is exactly what the class is like. Hot, stuffy, and away from friends. The only difference is I don't have to deal with the stupid future here."

While Jack spoke he kept glaring daggers at Gothel. Hiccup looked at Merida. She kept slouching and putting her elbows on the table, only to be reprimanded by the woman. She rolled her eyes and mouthed 'help me'.

Hiccup smiled sympathetically. As much as she hated this, at least it proved her mother saw something in her future. Hiccup was slightly jealous that Stoick wasn't trying to groom him to be the next chief of Berk. Not that Stoick ever groomed anything, from his beard to his son. Still, it would be nice to know if Stoick saw any potential at all in his not-quite-a-squib son.

"So," Hiccup asked, looking away from Merida, "how is your other class going? What was it…Muggle Studies?"

"Fine, I guess. None of the other Slytherins took it. They don't care about Muggles, except for tormenting them. It's with Ravenclaw, but Rapunzel isn't taking it, so I'm all alone there, too."

"I'm taking it," Hiccup said, "Maybe next year we'll be together?"

"Maybe," Jack quietly agreed. "I don't know if I can stand it much longer. Professor Hallows means well, but I'm from a muggle family, and a lot of what she says is…well, it's just wrong."

"Really?" Hiccup's ears perked up. He'd taken Muggle studies out of fear. He was afraid his magic wouldn't have enough strength behind it to actually find a place in the wizarding world. He was hoping the Muggle Studies class would help him fit in if he had to go live with muggles. Now Jack was saying it was a waste of time.

"It's just clear that she thinks muggles are inferior," Jack went on. "She acts like if it wasn't for wizards we'd be cavemen or something. And she keeps changing the subject back to bears."

"We? Don't you mean they?"

"I guess. Don't bog me down with grammar."

"So, if you already know the muggle way of doing things, why take the class?"

"Well, I was hoping it would be similar to a muggle education, you know. Hogwarts is my only-"

Jack clammed up quickly. Hiccup looked where Jack was looking, at Rapunzel and Gothel. Rapunzel looked distressed. Jack clenched his fist and got up. Hiccup followed at a distance, trying not to knock anything over.

"Is there a problem?" Jack asked.

"Nothing that concerns someone like you," Gothel spat.

"Mother is right, Jack," Rapunzel said, though still clearly upset, on the verge of tears.

"Run along, boy," Gothel commanded, "Rapunzel needs time to think, and not with people of your status."

Hiccup could tell Jack was burning with anger. Well, not burning, actually the room seemed to be getting chillier by the minute. If Jack didn't control his powers soon the whole room would frost over, not exactly the proper atmosphere for a cozy tea shop.

"Jack, buddy," Hiccup started, "it's starting to feel like Berk in here, maybe we should go outside?"

Jack looked down at the ice starting to form around his feet.

"Yeah, whatever. If you need anything, Rapunzel, we'll be right outside." Jack stormed out. Hiccup stayed for a minute.

"Are you sure you're okay, Rapunzel?" he asked.

"I'll be fine," she whispered. Hiccup nodded and followed Jack out. He took one last glance at Merida, she was frantically mopping up spilled tea with her dress, while her mentor stood over her, presumably scolding her for either spilling the tea, or cleaning it with her clothing. Then he left the muggy tea shop and breathed in the fresh air. Jack had wandered over to a fountain and was making frost patterns on the surface.

"You seem a little high strung in there, want to talk about it?" Hiccup asked sitting beside Jack.

"Not really," Jack said. "It's just Gothel."

"I know we were suspicious of her last year, but I've been thinking maybe we were wrong. I mean, sure, she did do a few questionable acts, but maybe they weren't malicious. Maybe she really didn't know that what she was doing was wrong."

"Hiccup, thanks for stopping me from freezing the tea room, but stop defending Gothel. She's set against me. I know it."

"Why would she have any reason to hate you?" Hiccup asked. Jack didn't answer. They waited outside for several minutes before Merida came marching out. Rapunzel and Gothel followed behind. Rapunzel's eyes looked red, like she'd cried, but she gave a soft smile as Gothel marched them off to the next store.

* * *

><p>Jack's ears were burning as he followed Gothel. Her comments about his status were too much. He was already getting that from the Slytherins, especially in Divination, he didn't need Gothel taunting him, too. The worst part was when Rapunzel told him to go away. And then Hiccup defended Gothel. If they were starting to listen to her, it was only a matter of time before they started to believe her.<p>

At least this whole 'forced to go to stores' thing had given Merida a reason to hate her. Maybe he'd have one friend left. Their next stop was a bookstore. Merida was supposed to practice having good taste, or something like that. She was supposed to find essential books a young lass should read. Merida was bemoaning that it was a useless task because, A: the school had a library, and B: If the books were so important, wouldn't her Mum have already sent them?

Jack could see her point, but nevertheless, she found the correct books, with much prodding from the owner, and purchased them. Jack almost fell over when he saw the price tag, and the way Merida dismissed it like it was small change. That kind of change would mean Emma could afford proper medicine whenever she got sick.

Jack kept his mouth shut about that though. He could see Gothel in the corner of the store, just waiting for him to slip up like that. Then she'd turn around and make Rapunzel think he was only after her money.

Jack looked at his friends. Hiccup was browsing the building section, looking happier than ever. Rapunzel had pulled out a stack of books and was flipping through them two or three pages at a time. Even Merida, having made the required purchases, was browsing the books on archery. Jack wondered if they remembered he was there.

The owner gave him a look that clearly said, 'if you're not going to buy anything, get out'. He quietly slipped out the door. No use hanging around a store with no money. Jack waited to see if anyone would notice he was gone and follow him. They didn't.

He wasn't sure what to do. Should he walk around Hogsmeade on his own? Or wait for them? Jack peaked in the window. Everyone was happy in their books. None had noticed him leave.

"You don't belong," a woman said. Jack turned sharply to face Gothel. She smirked, "You can never belong. You will always be an outsider to them."

"Go away!" Jack growled.

"Why, do they like you? Come on now really? Look at you. You think they're impressed? They pity you…they know you can never belong but they don't have the heart to say it."

"That's not true!" Jack spat, turning away from the woman.

"They'll never accept you, not really. You're not one of them," Gothel whispered. Jack knew it wasn't true. He knew she was only saying it to get back at him for threatening to tell people about her using Rapunzel's hair, still Gothel's words stung. He glanced at the window, frost was starting to coat it.

"They are all nobility, they all have enough money to live in comfort, they will all rule. What do you have? Freaky little powers…a history of trouble making…even if they could manage to get past your differences, it wouldn't do well for their kingdoms. You'd break the rules; you'd get them in trouble. You make a mess wherever you go."

Jack turned and was about to skulk off when the bell above the bookstore door rang as Rapunzel came running out. She didn't even glance at him. She headed straight for Gothel.

"Mother, can I have this book on cooking?" Rapunzel asked. Gothel nodded, smirking at Jack as she took Rapunzel back into the building.

Jack was about to leave when Merida and Hiccup came out, each with a bag of their purchases. Fortunately they did notice him, though they both looked surprised, like they hadn't expected to find him outside. As if they hadn't even noticed he'd left.

Merida started walking briskly, "Come on, we have to get out of here before Gothel comes back."

"But - Rapunzel?" Hiccup asked. Jack felt a twang of jealousy that Hiccup noticed the princess wasn't with them, but not his best friend. If Jack was his best friend. Maybe Jack had been wrong to assume that.

Still the trio waited for Rapunzel and Gothel to come out. Gothel began to escort the four children to the pet shop. Something about Merida learning compassion. Just before they turned down the street the pet shop was on, Merida stopped. Gothel didn't seem to notice. She kept going. Rapunzel started to follow her, but Merida grabbed her arm and pointed.

The four looked down the opposite street from where they were heading. It was filled with floating glowing blue lights.

"What are those?" Jack whispered.

"Will o' the Wisp's," the other three replied in unison. He was used to Rapunzel and Hiccup knowing more about magic than he did, but this was the first time Merida had ever beaten him to the punch.

She started to chase after them. Each vanished as she touched it. Rapunzel held back.

"Guys…Shouldn't we keep up with Mother?"

"Where's your sense of adventure?" Merida asked. "This is our chance to get away…I didn't plan to spend our first trip to Hogsmeade doing homework. They say the wisps lead you to your fate. I think that's a much more valuable lesson than whatever your mum was going to make me do."

"…they lead us to our fate?" Hiccup said. "I'm going with Merida."

Jack was slightly tempted by the promise of fate too, maybe the wisps could help him figure out where he belonged.

"Come on Rapunzel, it'll be fun," Jack coaxed. "Besides, your mother never said you had to go with her, so only Merida is breaking the rules."

"Well, I suppose," Rapunzel followed Jack, Merida and Hiccup. The wisps led them down back alleys of Hogsmeade, all the way to a rundown pub with a hog's head hanging outside of it.

"Mmm…" Hiccup said, "What's that smell? It smells like….like Berk?"

"I think it's this pub," Jack said wrinkling his nose. "Smells like fish."

"Well, I am a wee bit peckish, I suppose we could pop in for a bit," Merida sauntered up to the pub.

"Shall we?" Hiccup gestured to the building.

"Are you sure it's safe?" Rapunzel asked hanging back. "Maybe we should wait for mother…"

"It doesn't look much different from the pub on Berk, except the buildings on Berk are new."

Hiccup went in after Merida with Jack and Rapunzel following close behind. The inside of the pub smelled ten times worse than the outside. If Jack had to guess, he'd probably say that overall it smelled like the color brown. Hiccup and Merida seemed completely at ease here, though, so Jack sucked it up and followed him.

Several of the tables were occupied by large men, some with missing limbs and many with helmets with horns. Rapunzel started hyperventilating. Jack wasn't thrilled with the occupants either. Much as he didn't fit in with the well educated royal rich kids of Hogwarts, he knew he didn't belong with these thugs. For the sake of Rapunzel he tried to look brave.

Rapunzel clung to Jack's arm as they followed their friends up to the bar in front. Hiccup and Merida ordered butter beers and sat down in a booth. Rapunzel slid in opposite their friends, leaving Jack sitting on the aisle. Merida started complaining about Gothel and mothers in general. Rapunzel was quick to defend her mother. Hiccup seemed relaxed and at home, leaving Jack to eye the other patrons of the pub.

He spotted several men with missing limbs, including one vicious looking man with a hook for a hand. Another man had a gigantic nose. Then there was a little fellow with long white hair and a matching beard. The men seemed to be staring at them. Jack looked away.

"Can we get out of here soon?" he asked.

"Relax. We just got here," Hiccup said. "This pub. It's just like the Great Hall back home. You are coming to Berk next summer? Aren't you?"

"...I don't know," Rapunzel confessed, "It's awful dangerous, isn't it...with dragons and all?"

"Dangerous? Yes. But I do live there. If I could survive early childhood on Berk, especially thinking I was a squib, I'm sure you can stand a week or two."

"You're thinkin' too far ahead again," Merida said, "Who cares what we do next summer, let's be thinkin' o' how to get away from Gothel today. I'm hoping she won't coming lookin' for me in here, wit' all this Viking scum."

Jack hadn't noticed the noise in the bar before, but as soon as Merida said that, the room went completely silent.

"Uh...maybe you should apologize?" Jack suggested as the big thug with the hook for a hand marched over to them. The burly man leaned over their table. Jack and Rapunzel leaned away from him. Merida looked a little nervous, but puffed out her chest. Hiccup didn't seem bothered at all.

"She didn't mean that," Hiccup said. "I'm sure you're all very nice Vikings. She didn't mean to call you scum. It won't happen again."

"Right," Merida said hesitantly. The Hook Handed Thug did not back off. In fact, he pulled out an axe. Rapunzel shrank back. Jack tried to lean over her, just in case. But Hook Handed Thug did not attack them.

"I don't take offense at being called scum, I know I'm mean and scary. Violence-wise my hands are not the cleanest. It's the Viking part that we object to."

Rapunzel forgot her fears, "But, your helmets? With horns. I thought only Vikings wore helmets with horns?"

"We were Vikings, once," Hook-Hand threw his axe at the wall, "I'm malicious, mean and scary, exactly what you expect from a Viking. But despite my evil look and temper and my hook, from the Viking life we took a hiking."

"What? Why?" Hiccup asked.

"Why? Why should we stay?" the one with the big nose said. "It's true, we aren't much more liked out here than we were in the Barbaric Archipelago, but at least out here we can pursue our own dreams."

"Attila makes the best cupcakes," the little man said, "but there are no bread-making Vikings."

"Vikings are expected to be tough and scary all the time," a very large man said. He pulled from his vest two ceramic unicorns, "They wouldn't let me keep my collection."

"Wow, that's amazing," Merida said examining a unicorn.

"No it's not," Hiccup finished his butter beer in one gulp. "Let's go."

Jack was relieved to finally get out of there. Vikings or not, those men looked like they could do a lot of damage. Not to mention Jack was able to get out before his friends noticed he didn't order anything.

The four friends wound up back in the main part of Hogsmeade, Hiccup leading the way.

"What's wrong with you? Why did you want to leave?" Merida asked.

"I'm not sure it's wise for a Viking to stay in a pub full of Viking rejects," Hiccup said.

"Rejects? They chose to leave. I think it's great they changed their destiny," Merida said.

"But at what cost? They had to leave the Archipelago," Hiccup said, "and they still aren't accepted. I'm the first to admit that I don't fit the mold of the other Vikings, but I could never just...just give up on our way of life."

"So you'd never change anythin'" Merida demanded, "Even though it means you're an outcast."

"That's not what I said. I don't know, I just don't think I'd leave. For years I thought I was a squib. But I never just ran away. I stayed. I can't imagine just picking up and leaving."

"I can," Merida said. The conversation dropped. Merida and Rapunzel noticed a hair salon nearby. Soon they were talking about how to manage long and curly hair. Jack stopped listening as a group of third year Slytherin boys walked by, among them Derek. The Slytherins stopped and looked at the group of four.

"Well, well, if it isn't the house traitor," Derek said smuggly. The other boys snickered. Derek continued, "I'm a bit surprised to see you out here. Though I suppose even mudbloods deserve to see the things they'll never be able to own."

Jack's blood boiled. He glanced over his shoulder at his friends. Rather than standing beside him, they were distracted by something happening in a nearby shop. They weren't paying attention to him at all.

"Well, let's go boys," Derek said. "Don't worry, Frost. Maybe your dad will buy you something - Oh wait, you don't have one."

Derek laughed. Jack wanted to punch him. He was seriously considering making a snowball to throw at the blond boy. But as there was no snow on the ground and it was a warm autumn day that would pretty much blow his secret.

Before Jack could make up his mind, the boys had left. Hiccup turned back from the shop window laughing.

"Hey, you gotta see what this parrot is doing-" Hiccup stopped laughing, "Is everything okay?"

"Fine. It's all fine," Jack said calming down. He looked at Hiccup and smiled. While he was a little upset that his friends hadn't noticed the confrontation, he didn't want to spoil their fun by bringing up his problems.

Hiccup didn't seem to buy it, but he let it go. Jack kept smiling and laughing, and before they knew it it was time to go back to Hogwarts.

* * *

><p>"I can't believe the girl fell for it," Gothel said to Pitch after Rapunzel was asleep.<p>

"Yes, her naivete is well suited to my purposes. It almost makes me wish she would become the ruler of the Scots. Too bad I have other plans for the princess."

"What plans? You aren't still trying to kill her?"

"Not with Sandman hovering over my shoulder, waiting for me to make a mistake. No, I would like the little girl dead, but I can't be obvious about it. The children already suspect me."

"So why did you bother with luring her away from me?"

"Over the past years I have used the wisps to lead people, including Merida, into several traps. I was concerned that the princess might not be so trusting. I see she still is though. I want her to have positive associations with the wisps. That way, when the time is right, I can lead her right where I want her."

"And where's that?" Gothel asked.

"Patience, my dear. As you say, all good things come to those who wait."


	8. A Secret Plan

After the first trip to Hogsmeade classes really picked up. Rapunzel hardly noticed as the days flew by. Between her regular classes and electives she barely found time for her friends. She didn't know how Merida did it, managing all her classes and the extra lessons set out by her mother.

Rapunzel was a little concerned her own mother wasn't sending her similar letters. After all, Merida had three little brothers. Rapunzel was an only child. Surely her parents expected her to rule one day. She often asked Mother Gothel about this, but the woman always managed to evade the question. Still Rapunzel was determined to try.

One evening while having dinner with Mother in Gothel's quarters the opportunity came up again. Rapunzel was reciting some of the spells she had learned in Charms that day.

"We were learning the Glacius charm," Rapunzel said softly. "I did okay with it. Hiccup didn't really pick it up, though. We met up with Merida and Jack afterwards. Jack aced it. I think it's his best spell, but Merida didn't really get it, either. Of course, she said she was just distracted by all of her extra lessons."

Rapunzel took a sip of tea. This was her chance, "Mother, when do you think my parents will start to prepare me for the throne?"

"My flower, do you think you're ready?"

"Well, no, but shouldn't I start-" Rapunzel was cut off as Gothel put a finger to her lips.

"Now dear, why would your parents prepare you, come on now, really? Look at you, just look at you."

"But-"

"Don't be stupid. Why would your parents, who have never even invited you to visit them, want you to inherit?"

"But-"

"Now Rapunzel really, drop this. If your parents wanted you, then they wouldn't have ever given you to me. Do you really think our tower is safer than the palace? It is safe, of course. But if your parents really wanted to protect you they could have done it without giving you up. They don't even acknowledge your existence officially."

"They do, as the lost princess."

"They don't have to go to such extremes. They do it because they're embarrassed by you. The day they have a second child they would give up on you. Declare that the lost princess was dead. If you're lucky they won't cut you off completely."

"You, you really think they would abandon me?"

"Oh, my flower, they already have. No more on this, my pet. Remember, no matter how your parents feel, I love you very much."

Rapunzel sighed, "I love you more."

"I love you most." Gothel kissed Rapunzel's hair. Rapunzel finished her meal then excused herself. She went straight to the club room. The room was empty. Rapunzel pulled a chair close to the window and sat down, pulling her knees up to her chest. She began to weep.

She didn't know how long she was there. A long time, she supposed. She heard the door open. Rapunzel glanced up as Hiccup came in. She must have looked miserable. Hiccup came over and put his hand on her shoulder.

"Hey, are you doing okay?"

"Oh, I'm fine. It's just my mother."

"What did Gothel do?"

"No, my real mother, this time. Do you think she doesn't love me?"

"What? Of course she does. I don't know the queen, of course, but just look out the window."

Rapunzel looked. She saw several men and horses, including Maximus, patrolling.

"If she didn't love you do you think she'd have sent such a heavy guard to keep you safe? My dad is overprotective and even he didn't go to such lengths."

"But then, why aren't my parents preparing me?"

"Maybe...maybe they don't think you're ready. My dad hasn't been doing a stellar job at preparing me, either."

"Merida is already learning how to talk to large crowds and the geography of her people. If Mom and Dad don't start me soon...Will I ever be ready?"

Hiccup stared at the fire contemplating Rapunzel's words. Finally he got a determined look in his eye.

"Why should we wait? Just because our parents haven't outlined what they expect us to learn doesn't mean we can't study it on our own. We'll use Merida's lessons as a guide."

"Do...do you really think that will help?"

"Well, it can't hurt. And then when our parents do start to train us we'll be ahead of the game and they'll realize that we aren't just walking fishbones."

"What?"

"Never mind. The point is, we'll be ready, when the time comes, you know?"

Rapunzel thought about it. Hiccup was right. Just as she read all her school textbooks before coming to school, there was nothing stopping her from learning what every princess should know.

Rapunzel and Hiccup spent the rest of the evening planning all the things they wanted to know. Everything Merida had been complaining about became their lesson plan.

When Rapunzel left for bed she was in a much better mood...until she reached Gothel's room. Rapunzel lived in Ravenclaw Tower now, but she still had to visit Gothel every night before bed to have her hair brushed and re-braided, and to sing her special song.

"Rapunzel, well, there you are," Gothel said as the thirteen year-old came in. Gothel was sitting in a plush red chair, a hairbrush in her hand. Rapunzel obediently sat and Gothel undid her braid.

"Mother, Hiccup and I were talking-"

"Not now, Rapunzel, sing for me first."

"Oh, of course," Rapunzel sang her song. Her hair glowed. Gothel became young again. As she finished, Gothel set down the brush.

"So, Mother, Hiccup and I were kinda, sorta talkin-"

"Rapunzel, what have I said about the mumbling? Just blah blah blah. I'm just kidding," Gothel pinched the girl's cheek as Rapunzel's shoulders fell.

"Right. Well, remember what we were talking about before? About my parents? Hiccup thought-"

"Rapunzel, this conversation is over. I thought I made that clear."

"No, see, Hiccup had this idea."

"Rapunzel, please. Hiccup doesn't know best. Mother does."

"But, he just, he thought, we could learn."

"Learn? You want to learn to be a princess? Ha! You can't even learn to speak properly. Just look at you. Sloppy, immature, clumsy. Not to mention looking a little fat. Who would want someone like you as their princess? Now go to bed Rapunzel. You're tiring me."

"Yes...Mother," Rapunzel said softly as she left Gothel for Ravenclaw Tower, her mood suitably dampened.

As she climbed the stairs she thought over her conversation. Gothel was right. She was sloppy and clumsy. Maybe immature, too. That was why she wanted the lessons. She took a little longer to solve the riddle to get into the tower this night. Her heart just wasn't in it.

Just before crawling into bed she looked out the window and spotted a falling star. She wished on it for the answer. Her answer came in the form of a pleasant dream.

* * *

><p>The next day Hiccup met with Rapunzel in Care of Magical Creatures. She had come up to him looking like she had something to say, but before she could get it out, the professor started the lesson. Professor Katherine was telling a story about the origin of the different classifications of magical animals. Hiccup wasn't really paying attention.<p>

"Now, can anyone give an example of the most dangerous classification?" she asked as she finished her story.

William raised his hand. The professor nodded and Will said, "Dragons."

Hiccup immediately started to pay more attention. Dragons just had a way of capturing his interest. Besides, he might be able to score some points for Hufflepuff.

"Now, can anyone name the ten types of dragons?" the Professor asked. Hiccup raised his hand.

"Um, is that a trick question? There are way more than ten types of dragons," he said.

"Well, there are a few cases of interbreeding, but there are only ten purebred dragons," the Professor said. "The Antipodean Opaleye, Chinese Fireball, Common Welsh Green, Hebridean Black, Hungarian Horntail, Norwegian Ridgeback, Peruvian Vipertooth, Romanian Longhorn, Swedish Short-Snout and the Ukrainian Ironbelly."

"What about the Night Fury? The Monstrous Nightmare? The Hideous Zippleback? The Deadly Nadder? the Gronckle? The Terrible Terror? The Changewing? The Scauldron? The Timberjack? Whispering Death? Thunderdrum?"

"Hm," Professor Shalazar said. "I haven't heard of those. Is it possible they are regional names for my list of dragons?"

"No, on Berk I've seen all of those dragons, and the ones I mentioned. They definitely are not the same."

"I'll have to look into it. Dragonology isn't really my focus. I do prefer geese. But anyway, our lesson today is not on dragons, it's on the classification of magical creatures."

Hiccup zoned out a little as the lesson moved in the new direction. After the lesson, the professor had them do an activity by matching different animals, or symbols of animals with their classification. Rapunzel teamed up with Hiccup. This was his chance to talk to her.

"So, is something troubling you?" he asked gently.

"No. Yes. It's complicated. It's Mother, Gothel, she doesn't think I'm ready to start learning to be a princess."

"You shouldn't let her tell you what you're ready for. If you want to do it, then you can do it."

"I know. Hiccup, I want to study royalty with you. But I want to keep it secret. We can surprise Mother, and everyone."

"Even Jack and Merida?"

"They can know. But no one else," Rapunzel said. "Promise me you'll keep it a secret."

"I promise," Hiccup said. They didn't talk anymore about their secret lessons. When class was dismissed, Hiccup headed over to Ancient Runes. It was a very small class. Not many other students took it. It was with Ravenclaw, but Rapunzel wasn't taking it. Hiccup didn't really have to pay too much attention. The first year was all about memorizing the Norse alphabet, which he had already done. Come next year they would be learning the magic properties of the Runes. As he sat, half listening to the professor explaining the elder Futhark and the younger Futhark, his mind wandered. He began to draw out what he and Rapunzel needed to learn.

When class ended he moved on to Muggle Studies. Again, he was alone. This class was shared by Gryffindors but naturally Merida hadn't wanted to take it. Hiccup himself was regretting it a little. The class was taught by Professor Hallows, a rather eccentric witch. Jack was taking it, too. He said Professor Hallows had been the one who told him he was a wizard.

Hiccup supposed she knew a lot about muggles if she went around telling them that they were wizards...but he could see Jack's point about her talking down to them.

She seemed to think muggles couldn't see. And she had a strange obsession with bears. Her classroom was decorated with wood carvings of them. Hiccup couldn't space out in this class. Professor Hallows was just too unpredictable. She would get off topic, then remember something completely different and jump around. He was afraid he'd miss something if his mind drifted.

As soon as he was released to lunch his mind went back to what he needed to learn. He left the Great Hall early and headed to the library. He was glad Merida's mum had sent her to the book shop. He remembered the books she'd had to get. He found some of the same books at the library and checked them out.

During Potions with Merida he listened to her complaints over having to learn the history of the other clans in her kingdom. Hiccup made a note to write Gobber for a list of the other tribes of the Archipelago.

Arithmancy was next. It was with Gryffindor, but Merida wasn't taking it, so, again, he spaced out a little. Number magic was pretty easy for Hiccup. Working in the blacksmith's shop for so long on Berk gave him a good understanding of math in the first place, and the class required relatively little wand work so he never had to worry about a spell failing him. Despite the interesting lecture on the magical properties of the number 7 and its discovery by Bridget Wenlock, Hiccup was relieved when class was over and he could meet Rapunzel for their secret lessons.

* * *

><p>Jack carefully stirred the potion with Rapunzel as Professor Black walked around. Jack was trying to be extra careful. He hadn't gotten in trouble yet this year. He wanted to keep it that way.<p>

Rapunzel added the final ingredient and their potion was completed just as class was dismissed. After cleaning their cauldron (a task Jack had much practice with last year) the two left.

"So, Rapunzel. I was thinking...Halloween is coming up. And we've got a Hogsmeade trip right around then. I was thinking...maybe we could team up to pull an awesome, fun Halloween prank?"

"Oh..." Rapunzel looked away, "that sounds dangerous. Mother wouldn't let me."

"Come on, sure she will. Just let me have a talk with her. I can convince her to do anything."

"I don't think so, Jack. Don't you usually get in trouble for pulling those pranks?"

"All the time. But I'd never let you get in trouble. Merida never got caught when she helped me set up the exploding cauldrons. Camicazi never got caught for our soap blizzard."

"Even so...I'm just too busy. Mother's here. And with Merida studying to be a princess I just feel like I should be there for her. Princess to princess. You understand?"

"Oh, yeah, sure no problem," Jack waved his hand and started walking briskly to the seventh floor. Rapunzel turned the other way.

"Where are you going?" he called.

"Mother. I promised her I'd visit once in a while. Besides, I want to get some of the letters I received from my real mother, to show Merida."

Rapunzel darted off. Jack continued up to the empty classroom intent on asking Hiccup about joining him in his prank. He was hoping to get all three of them involved, now that his partner in crime was officially a student at Durmstrang (Jack had been receiving letters detailing how she was terrorizing that school), but it looked like that wasn't an option.

When he entered the empty classroom, he found both Hiccup and Merida nose deep in books. They didn't look up when he entered.

"Hey?" Jack said. Merida kinda grumbled. Hiccup weakly waved without looking up. Jack continued to talk, "Hogsmeade plus Halloween equals one killer prank. What do you say? Do you want in?"

"Can't," Merida said, "much as I'd love to. Bunnymund has been sticking closer to me ever since I slipped past Gothel. He said if I try tha' again I won't be allowed out of the castle at all."

"Well, what about you, Hiccup?"

"Sorry. I'm not much of a prank person. Besides. I have a lot to do. I've got four elective classes and I want to study some of the stuff Merida's looking at. I just don't have time. Maybe Rapunzel does?"

Neither Hiccup nor Merida ever looked up from their books as they dismissed Jack.

"Oh. Okay, bye," Jack said as he left the room. He suppose he should have expected it... what was it Merida had said at her castle? 'You're just a peasant boy. No one cares what you do.'

Like it or not, she was right. His friends were growing up, things were being expected of them. He didn't want to get in the way. He just wanted to play.

Jack made his way back to the Slytherin Dungeon. It was starting to feel cold down here as winter crept into the fall. Jack didn't mind. He wasn't immune to the chill, but he could handle it better than some of his classmates.

Jack reached the common room and looked around. Not one Slytherin would look him in the eye. Jack hated it. He just walked past all the other students to his room. He wished he could be up with his friends, but watching them study was boring and he didn't think they'd appreciate it if he tried to distract them by having fun. He'd tried with Merida a few times already. She just chewed him out about not understanding the 'responsibilities' of royalty.

Jack slowly took off his shoes. He hated this growth spurt. His first year at Hogwarts everything had been slightly too big. His mother had taken them in. His second year she'd adjusted everything to their normal size and they actually fit right. This year they were too small, but his mother couldn't let them out any more than they were. He was stuck with too small clothes. He didn't mind it too much. So his ankle showed just below the hem of the pants? So his Hogwarts robes were a little short, and the shirt was a little snug. Luckily his shirt and Hogwarts robes were meant to be fairly loose, so even though they were too small, they weren't uncomfortable. Not like Merida or Rapunzel's tight dresses.

Jack's shoes were his real problem. Unlike his clothes, they really were getting uncomfortable. He hid it when he was with other people, but every step hurt. The worst part was, shoes were the hardest to replace. His mother would always be able to sew him new clothes but she couldn't make him new shoes. They'd have to save up for it. Then Emma would get Jack's old shoes and he would get new ones. Maybe he could get them for Christmas?

Jack stared at his old shoes. They really were worn out. He almost hated having to give them to Emma. He wished he could buy her new shoes. A new life. One where she wouldn't have to always be hungry, or worried about people bullying her. He made a vow. If- no, when- when he graduated Hogwarts and got a wizarding job he would make sure she never had to worry again. Then she could have new clothes, and new shoes anytime she wanted.

As Jack thought of his sister, the door opened and Derek walked in. Jack quickly stuffed the shoes under his bed. But not quickly enough. Derek saw them and started to laugh.

"What on earth are those? I always knew muggles were weirdos, but really?"

Jack decided not to reply. Much as he hated backing down from the challenge, with Merida, Rapunzel and Hiccup so busy he knew he'd likely be spending more time time in Slytherin House. No sense in trying to make enemies.

Derek quickly forgot his comments and went to his own bed to write a letter. Jack silently watched him for a few minutes. For a brief moment, Jack saw his face light up in a real, honest to goodness smile. Not the nasty smirks he was always shooting Jack. Jack could have sworn he was human. Maybe there was some good in Derek. Maybe there was hope for him. Maybe he'd changed since they were first years, grown up a little. After all, Merida eventually came around to being his friend, maybe Derek could, too.

Jack vowed he would at least try, unlikely as it was. He could find the good in Derek, and make him have fun. At the very least, maybe they wouldn't be enemies anymore.

Jack stared at the letter Derek was writing. His mother and sister usually sent him some letters, but not this year. Jack didn't know why. Was paper just hard to come by? Or had they forgotten him, too? At least Camicazi was still talking to him. Jack pulled the letters she had written him out from under his pillow.

_Dear Jack._

_I've decided to grow up and stop pulling pranks. Ha! Got you! I'm more trouble than ever. I've been on professor North's naughty list since before I even started (Apparently my record from Hogwarts was transferred to Durmstrang along with me.)_

_It's way more fun here than it was out there. Durmstrang is full of Vikings. If my tribe wasn't warring with them all, I bet Mother would have sent me here in the first place. I'm glad I got to go to Hogwarts first, though, otherwise I wouldn't have met you, and you gave me some wicked ideas. I'm planning this awesome prank for Halloween, it'll be even cooler than our soap blizzard last year!_

_I know my tribe is warring with the Hooligans, but since you introduced me to Hiccup, I've decided that not all of them are bad. Some are though, Like Snotlout. He's the perfect victim for my pranks. I've even got these two other Hooligans to help me. They're a boy and a girl, twins, but I can never tell them apart. It doesn't matter in the Archipelago. In Viking culture twins count as one person. I tried to get this other girl, Astrid, involved too, but she's way too serious. She yelled at me, something about needing to focus on killing dragons. Well, her loss. She'll thank me when I get Snotlout though, he's been flirting with her nonstop since we got here. She already punched him twice._

_Anyway, I hope your pranks are going well. Write me all the details (Then I can copy them over here, with a little Camicazi flair!). I'll let you know how our prank against Snotlout goes. Then maybe you can try it over there. _

_Write me soon. Your friend, Camicazi._

Jack smiled as he tucked the letter away. He'd read it a hundred times. It was nice to hear that they were still friends. Being in a different school, it would have been easy for her to simply forget him. Nice to know that she hadn't. Jack knew he should write her back. But what was there to tell her? He hadn't pulled any pranks so far this year. They were no fun to do alone. He needed an audience, or at least a partner. Someone who would laugh. He didn't want to depress Camicazi with his loneliness.

Jack decided to sleep on it. The Sandman's Dreams were so pleasant, perhaps he would think of something to say.

* * *

><p>Merida sat unhappily in Professor Bunnymund's office. His office smelled strongly of chocolate and eggs, and was painted in pale spring colors.<p>

"So, what did I do now?" the princess asked. She had been obediently following her mother's inane instructions, no matter how stupid they were. She hadn't skipped any since that day in Diagon Alley, which had only earned her a mild scolding.

"It's not recent," Bunnymund said. "Truth is, I'd a let ya get away with it. But Professor Black was pushin'"

"Professor Black? I haven't done anything in Potions."

"No. Not this year. Not last year. It's 'bout something that happened durin' yer first year. A certain orange dye?"

Merida sat in shock. How could that be coming back now? Jack had promised she wouldn't get in trouble. He'd kept his promise, hadn't he?

Professor Bunnymund didn't look too upset. In fact, he looked rather bored. Merida decided to play dumb.

"I don't think I did. Least, I don't remember it."

"Yeah, I understand," Bunnymund said, "but Professor Black overheard another student, who confessed to the prank, mention your involvement. I'm not in the mind ta punish ya, but I want the professor to stop breathin' down my back about it. I'm gonna give ya a nominal punishment. One night in detention."

"That's totally unfair!"

"Now, now, Princess. It's gonna be with me on Saturday night. You were gonna have to spend that time practicin' yer mother's speeches anyway. No real difference 'cept in the label. You can go back ta studyin' now."

Merida slowly left the office. He was right. All that had changed was the name. Her Mum had given her mandatory detention. It was so unfair.

Maybe if she explained it like that to her, Mum would realize what she was doing and put a stop to it. The least she could do was give Merida her weekends back. Merida resolved to write her mother a letter. But first she had to think of a way to get back at that snitch - Jack Frost.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Thank you to Anon for catching that I misspelled 'Hogsmeade.' I went back and found that I had made that mistake in the previous years, too. All have now been corrected.**

**David Gale: Yes, Hallows is the Witch from _Brave_.**

**Big Fan: No plans for a Merida/Hiccup/Jack love triangle. Hiccup is quite clearly infatuated with Astrid in the movie and I'm planning to stick with the canon pairings.**


	9. The Snowstorm

Rapunzel tiptoed out of Ravenclaw dormitory. She wasn't really sneaking out. It was early Saturday morning. She didn't know the exact hour students were allowed to leave, so she wasn't sure if she was breaking the rules or not. The most important thing was that Mother didn't find out.

As soon as she was out of the dorm she raced down the stairs and out the door, circling the chilled castle grounds until she reached a small grove of trees by the lake.

Hidden in the bushes under a tree, Rapunzel had made a little home for Pascal. When winter came she would transfigure him into a frog and bring him up to her dorm room, but she thought she'd let him enjoy the fall in his natural state out in the wild. It was getting colder, she might have to bring him in this week.

She'd been a little afraid he might run away, but Pascal had obediently stayed in the home she made for him. She had woven some grass together to make a little shelter for him, and she made a nest and everything.

She also cast a few protective spells over it to keep him safe from predators and from being discovered by fellow students. Nothing too strong. If anyone was looking for him they could find him, but just enough to keep anyone from accidentally stumbling onto him.

Today when she pulled open the grass curtain she didn't see Pascal. Her heart started beating a little faster- had her protection spells failed? Or had he run away? Then she noticed one of the little purple flower was moving up and down very slowly, not in the way the wind moved.

She reached out her hand as if to pluck the flower. She gave a sigh of relief as her hand came in contact with the scaly skin of her pet. She was always forgetting that Pascal could change colors to blend in with his surroundings. Finding him was always a challenge. She would have to remember that for the next time she was alone in her tower and needed something to do.

Pascal, upon seeing Rapunzel, reverted to his natural green sheen. She fed him some of the grapes and nuts she had brought. He was very good at catching flies and other insects, so Rapunzel didn't really need to feed him, but she liked sharing her food and he seemed to like the things she brought.

Rapunzel spent a good ten minutes playing with Pascal. It was becoming easier for her to understand the young chameleon. At times she could almost tell what he would say if he could talk.

As she lay in the grass petting him she heard a splash. Quickly she put Pascal back into his hiding place.

"Don't let anyone see you," she whispered. Pascal gave a sharp nod. Rapunzel left him and crawled softly towards the lake. As she neared, she noticed it was even colder here. Looking through the bushes, she saw a boy sitting with his feet in the lake. Surrounding him on the grass was a thin layer of frost.

_It must be Jack_, Rapunzel thought. She was about to leave her hiding spot and say hello, when Jack suddenly jumped up. He ran barefoot back toward the castle.

Wondering what startled him, she looked around. Coming from the other way was the white stallion, Maximus. He had no rider, but he was wearing a saddle. Rapunzel wondered why Jack ran from the horse. Afraid of getting in trouble, she supposed.

Maximus was sniffing the ground. He followed an invisible line right to where Jack had been sitting. The horse stomped his feet. Maximus put his nose back to ground. He started walking towards Rapunzel's hiding spot. She backed up, but not quickly enough. The horse stepped over the bushes, he had cornered her.

As soon as the horse recognized her he stopped his advance and stood at attention. Rapunzel wasn't sure what to do. She'd never been alone with a horse before. She decided to speak to him.

"Your name is Maximus, right?" Rapunzel asked. The horse proudly lifted his head, showing her the golden sun crest on his neck, with the word Maximus inscribed.

Rapunzel smiled gently, "My parents sent you here, that's right, too, isn't it?"

The horse nodded and Rapunzel continued, "I'm not in trouble for being out this early? Am I?"

The horse shook his head and gave a soft whinny. He backed out of the bushes and started pacing, guarding her hiding spot. Rapunzel chuckled.

"I'm going back to the castle. You won't tell anyone I was out here, will you?" Again, Maximus shook his head then trotted off. Rapunzel went to where Jack had been sitting a few minutes ago. On the banks of the lake, almost in the water, was a pair of old shoes.

Rapunzel picked them up and examined them closer. She'd never seen anything so ratty. They were full of holes and the leather was all worn out. They were more like rags than shoes. Rapunzel wondered if maybe he'd intended to throw them in the lake.

She briefly considered taking them to him, but then decided against it. She couldn't get into the Slytherin Dungeon and Jack might come back here looking for them before she found him. Besides, she didn't want anyone to know she'd been out of her dorm, either. She could just tell Jack when she saw him.

She left the shoes where she had found them and returned to the castle, eager to start learning what Merida was studying.

* * *

><p>Merida sulked in her room. She was, according to Mum, to stay here until she had completed a trade agreement with the Dukedom of Weaslton. Of course, it wasn't a real trade agreement... Mum would never, ever trust her with any real agreements. Not that Merida cared. Of course, it would be nice if her mum actually believed in her, but Merida didn't really want the responsibility.<p>

Merida shivered and moved closer to the fire. The day had been getting steadily colder since she woke up. Some of her classmates were even talking of the first snow. Merida looked out the window. No snow yet. It was just as well, if she saw Jack Frost out there having fun while she was stuck up here doing stupid lessons...

She still wasn't sure how to get back at him for snitching. She hadn't really seen him since she found out he told, and she definitely hadn't seen him since she got the letter from her mum reprimanding her for pulling pranks, and giving her a ton of new stuff to do so she wouldn't have time for any more shenanigans.

The only classes she had with Slytherin were Herbology and Charms, and both only met once a week. Recently the professors had been piling on the coursework so much that they barely had time to talk. Even if they had had the time for talking, Merida was being watched very closely. They wouldn't let her get away with yelling at him.

And quite frankly, Mum had given her so much extra work that Merida couldn't even think of Jack during classes, she was usually working on homework (often the stuff that was due that day). Mum hadn't left her a moment to think.

She looked out the window again. Despite the clouds, it was a bright day. All the other Gryffindors were out having fun, making noise in the common room. Merida couldn't concentrate. She picked up all the books and scrolls she was supposed to be studying. So what if her mum wanted her to stay in her room? Mum wasn't here. Surely Bunnymund wouldn't tell if Merida explained that it was just too noisy in Gryffindor to do any work. With her arms full, Merida left to find a quieter room.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel shivered as Gothel brushed her hair. The day had been cold, and it was only getting colder. She was starting to worry about Pascal. What if it was too cold for him? As soon as Gothel finished re-braiding her hair, Rapunzel left the castle to check on her pet.<p>

It was starting to snow when she got outside. Pascal was in his house, but he was the color of snow. It didn't take as long for Rapunzel to find him as it had this morning. Maybe she was getting better at this.

Rapunzel transfigured him into a frog and stuck him on her shoulder. Before going back to the castle, she checked where Jack had left his shoes. They were gone now. She hoped that meant Jack had come back and got them. Pascal shivered on her shoulder, and Rapunzel returned to the castle to warm him up.

* * *

><p>Hiccup spread a map out on the floor of the empty classroom. It wasn't complete. No one had ever fully explored the Barbaric Archipelago. But Hiccup was able to get a general idea of all the close islands and tribes that lived there. So far he had the Outcasts, the Bog-Burglars, the Berserkers, and a few other tribes that he knew of, but never really saw. He didn't know much about any of them, not even the chiefs' names.<p>

Hiccup had been in the library but there were no books on the tribes of the Archipelago, it was too far from Hogwarts. Hiccup wasn't sure how to proceed. Should he write his father? Or Gobber? Maybe Fishlegs. They weren't as close now that they went to different schools, but Hiccup thought they were still sort of friends.

As Hiccup was contemplating what to do, the door creaked open and Merida came in. She had a bundle of scrolls and books with her.

"Hey, Merida?" Hiccup asked. "Do you know any tribes?"

"I know the Clans," Merida said. "The Macintosh Clan, The Macguffin Clan, and the Dingwall Clan. Oh, and then the Dunbroch Clan, of course. Mum's making me learn about them. Like I would ever need to know where in Scotland they live. Or which of the tribes paints themselves blue."

"What if you need to identify them from the enemy in battle?" Hiccup prompted.

"Okay, so maybe there's one use. But most of this is nonsense."

Nonsense or not, Merida did sit down and start studying. Hiccup started to wonder about his tribes. He knew their locations. That was easy, every tribe had their own island. But he didn't know any of the customs, or look of the tribe. How could he? Berk had been virtually cut off from the rest of the world for generations. They only saw each other during ceremonial meetings. Most of the time Stoick traveled to those meetings with the other elders of the Tribe. He had never brought Hiccup.

In fact, the only other tribe Hiccup had met were the Berserkers, and Hiccup had to spend the whole time entertaining Dagur. And trying not to let Dagur drown him. He was glad Dagur had gone to Durmstrang instead of Hogwarts. Last he'd heard, Dagur had gotten kicked out. That was the extent of his knowledge of the other tribes.

Hiccup took out a paper and started to write down facts about his own tribe. Maybe if he could think of his own customs it would give him a direction to research the other tribes.

Hiccup spent most of the morning doing just that. Rapunzel came in soon after Merida, and Hiccup explained what they were doing. Rapunzel was even worse off. She didn't know what other tribes or groups lived in or around Corona. In fact, she barely knew her own people's customs.

While the group of three contemplated their different, yet similar, situations, Jack Frost came in. His feet were bare and his brown cloak dusted with frost.

"Hey! It's finally happened!" Jack said, a smile in his voice. "The first snow of the season. Completely natural, although I don't mind using my powers to spruce it up a bit. Make sure the snow sticks, you know. So I was wondering, do you wanna build a snowman? Come on let's go and play!"

Before Hiccup could answer that he had too much to learn and no time for play, Merida started shouting.

"WHY ON EARTH DID YEH TELL PITCH I PULLED THA' PRANK!" Merida screamed at Jack. His smile quickly vanished, replaced by anger.

"What are you talking about?" Jack said fiercely, "If you're going to yell at me, at least do it in English."

Hiccup had understood her perfectly, from having lived on Berk his whole life, but Jack obviously couldn't pick out the words when her accent thickened.

"She asked why you told Pitch she pulled a prank. What's this about? What prank?" Hiccup asked.

"What prank? I swear, I didn't tell Pitch about any pranks. I haven't even pulled any this year. It's on my to-do list."

"Not this year, yeh bletherer, our first year. Pitch found out. He said you admitted I was involved." Merida didn't shout, but there was still force behind her words.

"What? I didn't say anything."

"Yes, you did," Rapunzel said quietly. "You told me. In Potions. Pitch must have overheard."

Jack's anger quickly melted as he slapped his forehead. He looked up at Merida, his brown eyes large, "Oh man, I am so sorry! I didn't see Pitch, and I never, ever, thought you'd get in trouble now. Not after I spent practically two months under house arrest for it. I thought-"

"Ya know what: Don't. Don't think. All you ever do when you think is get me in trouble. Now out with you, I have to study and I can't have you distractin' me."

Merida waved Jack off. He quickly backed out of the door and Merida slammed it in his face before turning back, her arms crossed.

"That was a little mean," Hiccup commented. Rapunzel nodded in agreement.

"I know, but the scalawag did get me in massive trouble. I'm justified here. He was in the wrong."

"What...what was the punishment," Rapunzel asked. Hiccup looked at her, she looked scared. He supposed maybe she felt a little guilty since Jack had been talking to her when he slipped.

"Not too much," Merida said as she calmed down. "Bunnymund only paid lip service to the punishment. But he wrote Mum and she wrote back. All that about 'A Princess does not pull pranks!' nonsense. Then she added that since I had time to pull pranks, I must also have time for more homework. So now I have to learn embroidery on top of everything else. Oh well. I'm just glad Mum isn't a witch, otherwise she would have sent me a howler. I do not need to have the whole school hearing what Mum's making me do."

"Still, I think you were a little hard on Jack. Your mother would have made you learn all that stuff eventually," Rapunzel countered.

"Maybe. But I had to kick him out. I have too much to do. You heard him. All he wants is to play games and have fun. And I want to join him. But I can't. It's a lot easier to study without him distracting me, trying to get me to have fun," Merida said.

Hiccup nodded. Jack was his best friend. But you couldn't help wanting to play when Jack was hanging around. He was just too much fun. Hiccup glanced at Rapunzel. She still looked worried.

"You okay?" he asked gently.

"I...yeah...I'm sorry, Merida. I hope I didn't get you in trouble."

"You didnae know. It was Jack's secret. He promised I wouldn't get in trouble, and I did."

"I hope I didn't get the other girl in trouble," Rapunzel said softly, "Camicazi."

At the mention of the name, Hiccup's mind went straight back to his work. Maybe he should write Camicazi? Ask her what she knew about the various tribes. At least he could learn more about the Bog-Burglars. Hiccups brain went back to the Barbaric Archipelago, he did not think of Jack again that day.

* * *

><p>Jack walked in misery down to the Slytherin Dungeon. It was bad enough he'd lost his shoes that morning. His day had brightened up when he saw the snow, but then...<p>

Jack shook his head. What was done was done. He couldn't take back what he said. The worst part was that it really was his fault this time. When he and Merida fought, usually it was because they were both being stubborn, both refusing to back down...but this time Jack had backed down. This time he admitted he made a mistake. It didn't help.

He supposed if their roles were reversed and he was studying to be be a prince he would dislike distractions too. He knew he could be distracting. He could see they were focused on their studies. He knew they were busy, but he just wanted them to stop working so hard and have fun.

He couldn't stand to watch them be so serious. It was boring. But Merida was right...shudder...He couldn't keep distracting them. He had to stay away.

Before entering the common room, Jack checked to make sure he wasn't trailing any frost. The last thing he needed was to look even more different than he already did.

Jack was preparing to cross the common room and go straight to his dorm when Derek caught his eye. The blonde boy was fixated on something in the center of the room. He didn't look up as Jack passed.

Jack was going to ignore him, but then thought better of it. Merida had just kicked him out. Now could be as good a time as any to try and make friends with Derek. Jack took a deep breath and humbled himself.

"Hey," Jack said meekly. Derek stopped what he was doing and looked up. All the other Slytherins went quiet. Derek was smiling. Jack took this as a good sign. Everything was better when people were happy.

"Derek," Jack started, "I know we got off on the wrong foot. But that was over two years ago. We were both young and immature. I was hoping maybe we could start over. Make a clean state of things. Put all that's happened in the past."

Jack held out his hand hoping for a handshake. Derek looked at it, his smile widening though he made no attempts to reciprocate the gesture.

"Sure. We could do that," Derek said slyly. His friends snickered. Derek continued, "if you can prove you aren't a mudblood, and if you renounce your filthy muggle family. Prove to us that you're ashamed of your heritage and we'll think of starting over."

Jack's smile vanished. He retracted his hand, "No. That's stupid. I wanted to be friends, but I won't jump through hoops. I won't be ashamed of my family. I love my mother and sister, and it doesn't matter if my father was a wizard or not."

"Pity," Derek said with a sneer. He turned back to what he had been looking at. Jack glanced down. Derek had been looking at Jack's old shoes. Jack had lost them that morning when he was out meditating in the cold. Derek must have found them earlier.

"Those are mine," Jack said. He reached for them. Derek yanked them out of Jack's grasp and tossed them to Thomas. Thomas tossed them to Hugo, and Hugo to Barnabus. All of Jack's roommates ganging up on him to play keep away.

"Come on, come get them!" Derek taunted. "Doesn't the ickle mudblood want to save his ickle muggle shoes?"

The other students, those not engaging in the actually shoe throwing, were shouting, egging them on. Shouting either 'Fight! Fight! Fight' or taunting Jack for being a mudblood.

Derek got hold of the shoes again. He tossed them to Barnabus, the smallest of the third year Slytherin boys. Barnabus lunged for the shoes. His fingers made contact, but rather than catching them he accidentally knocked the shoes into the fireplace. Jack quickly ran to them. Calling up a layer of frost around his hands he reached into the flames and pulled the shoes out.

"You know what!" Jack said loudly, blood pounding in his ears, "I'm not ashamed of my family. Not in the least. It's you who should be ashamed. Ashamed that your families have brought you up to be so against muggles. What did muggles ever do to you?"

Jack started back towards his room, only for a seventh year Slytherin, Cyrus, to step in his way.

"You remind me of someone," Cyrus said.

"We didn't like him anymore than we like you," another seventh year, Alec, added as he joined Cyrus blocking the path to the dorm rooms. Jack didn't like how strong Alec looked. He looked like he could easily fit in with those Viking rejects at the pub. Jack turned, prepared to leave the Slytherin dungeon, but Earl, Rolf, Mickey and Edmund stepped up and blocked his retreat.

These were Flynn's roommates, Jack remembered, all but Jason who'd lost his magic last year. Pitch had said they all ganged up on Flynn. He was starting to get scared. While Flynn had never told him of any specific fights, he did once mention a broken nose.

Jack tried to back away, but before he could move Rolf and Alec seized him. They held him as Derek came over. He eyed Jack coolly before yanking the shoes right out of Jack's hands.

"How dare you insult my family," Derek snapped. "The Gaunts have been in Slytherin since the school was founded. No lousy muggles have ever wormed their way into my bloodline. Muggles are inferior to us real wizards in every way. They are stupid, dirty, and lazy. You want to see what I'd do if I ever came across your stupid muggle mother or sister?"

Derek calmly walked to the fireplace. Jack bucked against his captors, but the thirteen year old was no match for the seventh years. Derek smiled as he tossed Jack's shoes into the fire again.

"I'd burn them," Derek said smugly. Then Jack lost it.

He didn't realize what was happening. All he knew was anger. Furious anger. All he could think about was how Derek had both insulted and threatened his family. Then being forced to watch as Derek burned his shoes, which wouldn't have been such a great loss considering how small and painful the shoes were, but thinking of them as Emma's Christmas present...

Jack couldn't think straight. The room got cold, very cold, so cold that the fire went out. Jack's head cleared in the ice. He looked around. Frost covered every surface. The normally green room was white. On top of that it was snowing inside, a heavy, wet, furious snow. Alec and Rolf had let go of him, collapsed on the floor shivering, as was everyone else.

Jack quickly regained control of himself and stopped the blizzard, though the room stayed cold. He ran to the fireplace and pulled out his shoes. Derek called out, his voice chattering,

"You're a freak! Pitch will expel you for this! I'll make sure of it!"

Jack took his shoes and fled the Slytherin Dungeon.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Big Fan: I do intend to do a Triwizard Tournament, but I don't think I'll have it in the fourth year, it would feel too similar to _Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fire_. This is meant to be a prequel, not a rewrite. But fear not, neither Flynn nor Camicazi is out of the story for good. While they might not be Hogwarts students anymore, they can still have a part to play from the outside.**


	10. Mother Nature

**A/N: Remember when I warned you that the _Guardians of Childhood_ book series would come into play? This is one of those chapters. Nothing too major, but it does use some backstory, especially from _Sandman and the War of Dreams_.**

* * *

><p>Jack ran through the castle. He had to get outside quickly. He glanced back. A thick trail of frost danced behind him. He couldn't help it. He was too upset. He went to the nearest secret passageway. He wasn't sure where it led but he thought it was probably the safest way out of the castle without running into anyone else.<p>

As he ran through the passageway, his anger lessened. Derek was still a jerk, but what did Jack expect? He knew Derek was like that. He was hoping Derek had gotten better. Jack wanted to believe there was good in everyone, especially another kid. Obviously he was wrong.

As Jack neared the exit his anger turned to fear. His secret was out. There was no way the Slytherin students would forget that he made it snow. The professors knew that Jack could control the weather; he'd confessed last year. But none of the students knew. Would they connect him to the Fearling attacks from last year? He'd be even more of an outcast than before, if that were possible.

Jack came out of the passage behind the greenhouse. The ground was covered with snow. Jack was glad it had started snowing already. He could let his emotions go and not worry about anyone noticing the odd weather.

Jack crouched down behind a bed of Cobra Lilies. He pulled his knees up to his chest. How could he ever go back to to his room? How could he ever go back to the Slytherin Dungeon? Would he even be allowed back? Pitch had threatened to expel him last year. Jack wondered if he would still carry out the threat. Was freezing the entire common room an expellable offense? As Jack worried about his future, he heard distant laughter. The laughter drew nearer, it was a woman's voice. He could also make out the faint tinkle of bells.

"Sandy, I'm glad you're here." Jack recognized the voice. It was Seraphina Pitchiner, the Herbology professor. She was having a conversation with someone, though Jack couldn't hear another voice, just that strange, tinkling sound.

"No one has called me Emily Jane in a very long time," she said. "I go by Seraphina now."

More bells. Jack peaked out over the flowers. Standing, or rather floating, next to Serphina was the Sandman. Pictures made of sand formed over his head in rapid succession, producing the tinkling sound Jack was hearing. Jack was too far away to make out what his pictures were of.

"Remember how long ago I wished for a fresh start? To be washed clean of my old life? I thought a name change could help this."

Sandy said, or rather signed, something back.

"The last name? Well, I didn't intend to sever all ties. I am his daughter, for good or for ill. It is good to see you again. I do wish though, that our reunions could be happier. We always seem to meet when he is causing trouble."

Jack was caught by surprise, he jumped and knocked the snow off the flowers. Seraphina and Sandy stopped and looked around. Jack ducked down, hoping they hadn't seen him.

Footsteps in the snow came closer. Jack knew he was busted. He looked up. Seraphina and Sandy were standing over him.

"Frost?" Seraphina questioned. "What are you doing out in the cold?"

"I...I'm sorry. I didn't mean to listen. I won't tell."

Seraphina glanced at Sandy. Sandy shook his head sadly and made a few shapes. Jack couldn't figure out what he said but Seraphina nodded.

"Relax, child. You are not in trouble. It is alright that you are out here. You do not need to fear. While it was not my intent to broadcast this conversation to the school, I shall not punish you if it slips out."

Jack dropped his head into his hands, "I don't think it matters. I'm in so much trouble. Professor Black is going to kill me."

Seraphina's eyes narrowed.

"Why? What is he planning?"

"Nothing. Yet. But he will when he finds out what I've done. I'll be expelled," Jack confessed. Sandy moved closer. He made some sand signs Jack couldn't quite interpret. Sandy went too fast. Jack shook his head and shrugged.

"He wants to know what you've done. And so do I. What makes you so certain my- Professor Black will expel you."

"I...I lost control. My powers. I couldn't help it. I didn't mean to. I was just upset. I just looked up, and the whole room was in a blizzard. I left as soon as I could."

Sandy signed something at Professor Pitchiner. She nodded and turned to Jack.

"My dear friend is right. Accidents happen. I am sure when you explain to my- to the Professor, he will forgive you."

"No. He's never sided with me before. I'm almost always in detention. Last year he even said if I put one toe out of line I'd be expelled. If that happens...I don't know what I'd do."

Sandy signed something and Seraphina spoke, "You needn't fear. I will speak to Professor Black. He will listen to me."

"Really?" Jack asked, hope crawling back into his voice. Seraphina nodded.

"You have nothing to fear. I am sure I can stop him from expelling you."

"And what if you're wrong?" Jack asked. "What if he doesn't listen to you?"

"Then I will go to Headmaster Ombric. But Pitch will listen to me."

Seraphina said it with such conviction that Jack couldn't help but believe her. He started to feel like maybe he could still stay at Hogwarts. That just left him to deal with the other Slytherins. The other Slytherins. How could he ever face them?

Sandy signed something, but Jack wasn't looking. Seraphina seemed to get the message. She asked for Sandy, "Has this happened before? Losing control?"

"Not too much. Usually the temperature starts to drop first. As soon as I notice others shivering I concentrate and it stops and goes back to normal. It's never come out so fast before."

"How old are you?"

"Thirteen. Fourteen in a few months."

"It's always worst at puberty," she said to Sandy. The professor then looked at the boy, "Jack, does any of your family possess this kind of ability?"

"Maybe. My mother doesn't. I haven't seen my father since I was seven. I don't know if he could control the snow like I can. I don't even know if he was a wizard or not."

"I don't think it would hurt to find out. Many powers are hereditary. If your father has similar abilities you may want to look into how he handled them."

Sandy signed something at Seraphina.

"No. I can't. No one is supposed to know," Seraphina said to him. Sandy gave her a stern look. Seraphina took a deep breath, "Sandy thinks I should tell you something about myself. He's probably right. You have to promise to keep what I tell you to yourself, alright? No other students can know. And I will punish you if you break this one."

"Okay, I promise," Jack said, his interest piqued.

"Here you know me as Seraphina Pitchiner, Herbology professor. But I have another name. Another life. In fact you have probably heard of me. I am Mother Nature."

"What?" Jack's eyes widened.

"Indeed. As Mother Nature I can control all sorts of natural phenomena: plants, weather, and snow storms. My powers operate much like yours. When I lose control of my emotions, storms are born. When I am angry, it is colder. Sandy thinks that perhaps I could teach you how to better control your powers."

"Would you? That would be totally awesome!"

"I can try. I still think you should seek out your father. I learned how to control storms from a Titan, a god. Your powers are probably hereditary. They may be different."

"Any guidance you can give is great. I don't want to ever do this again. Snow should be fun, not scary."

"Very well. You will meet me once a week. Saturdays, I think. I will clear it with Professor Black."

"Thank you, thank you so much."

Jack jumped up and hugged Professor Pitchiner. She stiffened at his touch. Jack quickly backed down, realizing it might be inappropriate. Despite her lukewarm reception, she was smiling. Sandman was laughing, a silent, jolly laugh.

"Go and play, Jack," Seraphina commanded. "I can only promise m- Professor Black will not expel you. He will most likely give you detention. Have fun while you still can. Make sure your powers are under your control before you go back to Hogwarts."

Jack nodded. Sandy made a stream of dreamsand. He grabbed Jack's hand and made the boy touch it. The sand instantly turned into a dolphin. The dolphin did twists and turns and flips. Soon Jack was playing a game of tag with his dreamsand friend. He was still a little worried about what would happen, but he realized that letting the worry consume him wouldn't help. The best thing he could do was to have fun.

* * *

><p>Of course Pitch knew exactly what happened as soon as it occurred. He felt the immense spike in fear from all his students. He could feel Jack's fear. He went down to the Dungeons and ushered the freezing students into their not-frozen dorm rooms. He listened as they blamed it all on Jack Frost. He promised the boy would be dealt with.<p>

As soon as the Common Room was cleared of students, Pitch took a look around. The child was more powerful than he had first thought. The inside of the room looked like a winter wonderland. Almost like a Christmas card. Pitch smiled. Finally. An excuse to get rid of that boy.

Now no one could blame him for expelling Jack Frost. And once the boy was expelled, it wouldn't be very difficult to set a few Night Mares upon him. The boy would be dead before he ever got home.

Pitch was chuckling to himself when the doors burst open. In strode a beautiful young woman with long black hair, almost like a cape, trailing down her back. She took one look at the snow and it all melted, leaving a very wet common room.

"Emily Jane," Pitch breathed in, "you've finally come to me."

"No, Father. And you know I go by Seraphina now. I've come to see what you're planning to do with Jack Frost."

"That boy is a menace and a troublemaker. This is not the first time he has acted out against his classmates. The school would be better off without him."

"You will not expel him," Emily said. "This was an accident."

"Accident or not. His power is too great. He is a danger to the other students. He could have killed them. And I'm not convinced it was an accident. The boy has orchestrated attacks like this before. He had been having problems getting along with others since day one. The only way to ensure my other charges are safe is to get rid of the boy."

"That is the absolute worst thing you can do. Take it from someone who knows. The best thing for a child with weather controlling abilities is to teach him how to control his powers. I can teach him. I will teach him."

"But, Emily Jane- Seraphina. What if you are wrong. What if the boy only uses what you have taught him to terrorize the others?"

"He will not. And if he does I have the power to undo all his work. You will not expel him, Father. Just as you turned a blind eye to me when I sneaked away as a child, you will let this boy go."

Pitch inhaled deeply, "Very well. But you must make it up to me. Since you became a professor here I have often asked you to join me for dinner. You have refused with the stubbornness I love in you. But if you want me to keep that boy in this school you'll have to consent. At least once a month."

"Fine," Emily Jane said.

"And," Pitch continued with a smirk, "I don't think you should let Jack walk all over you. The child has full control over his powers. He just wants people to think he doesn't so he's forgiven for all his mischief. I insist that you make him pay for his extra lessons. If he refuses...well that's a telltale sign that he doesn't really want to learn."

"That actually might be a decent idea. He'll value my lessons more if he feels invested in them. Thank you for listening to me, Father. I shall see you Saturday, after Jack's first lesson."

Emily Jane turned and strode off, leaving Pitch alone to think. She'd done an excellent job of cleaning up the room. He really didn't doubt that she could undo anything Jack did.

Pitch relived the conversation a million times. He didn't know whether to be grateful or upset. On one hand, he had spent practically his whole life trying to track down his daughter and get her to come back to him. Jack Frost's little accident had made it happen. On the other hand, he and Mother Gothel both wanted revenge on Jack Frost. And for that he needed Jack expelled, but now he'd promised not to do that.

Pitch had often felt Jack's fears of not having enough money. He hoped that Jack would refuse Emily Jane's request. Then she would change her mind about helping him, see that her father was right. Jack could be expelled, and Emily Jane would have faith in her father restored. Their relationship would be repaired.

Pitch knew it was wishful thinking. Emily Jane had refused him for so long, and she was likely going to continue. But Mother Nature was often unpredictable. She could change her mind at a moment's notice. Maybe she would decide to side with Pitch against Jack some day in the future.

Pitch spent the rest of the afternoon constructing the worst punishment he could think of for Jack. Normally he would just construct a terrible nightmare, but with Sandman floating around the school that was out of the question. He would have to think of something else, something that would make Jack wish he_ had_ been expelled.

* * *

><p>Flynn Rider bailed from Trader Johann's boat the second they reached the mainland. He couldn't stand it anymore. Johann just talked and talked and talked. Boring stories and tall tales. And he'd repeat the same ones over and over again. Flynn was starting to think he'd be better off in a Southern Isles dungeon. If he ever found himself with a traveling partner, he promised he'd never bore them with his backstory.<p>

For the last few months they'd been sailing around the archipelago. Flynn kept trying to ditch Johann, but all the islands were so small and most of the boats were long boats. Flynn was no wimp, but if he needed to make a quick escape he doubted he could row a boat faster than the large Vikings. His best bet was to stay with Johann until they reached the mainland, which they had done earlier that day.

Flynn was so grateful to be back on dry land. He didn't mind the water, but after so long he was sick of it. And he hadn't stolen anything in months. He tried to grab an axe from one of the islands, but the Vikings caught up with him. They almost killed him, but again Trader Johann helped him. The trader made Flynn give back the axe he'd stolen, then he gave the Vikings a mace from his ship.

Flynn fully expected Johann to dump him right then and there, but the trader kept him on, saying he needed someone to talk to. While Flynn was bored to tears by the trader's tales, he did appreciate everything Trader Johann had done for him. When he finally disembarked from the boat, he didn't even attempt to steal anything.

Flynn looked around the new country. There were signs written in Runes pointing differnt directions. Flynn had taken Ancient Runes while at Hogwarts. He wasn't very good at it, and of course he hadn't gone past the fifth year due to being expelled. Still he could read the runes a bit, especially from having just been all over the Archipelago. The Winter Woods was south, Corona further than that. To the North was Arendelle. Maybe there was something he could steal there? Flynn turned north and set off.

* * *

><p>A few days after their fight, Merida walked with purpose to her Herbology lesson. Once she had finished her homework that day, she felt bad about yelling at Jack, even though it was all his fault. Hiccup and Rapunzel had convinced her that maybe she should make sure he was okay. She planned to make up next time she saw him, but he never came back to their club room.<p>

He hadn't been back in several days. Rapunzel and Hiccup had seen him in class, he mentioned something about being punished. Pretty normal for Jack. Gryffindor only had two classes with Slytherin this year, aside from the electives, none of which she and Jack shared. If she didn't talk to Jack now, she'd have to wait until Friday's Charms.

Jack was already in the Greenhouse when Merida reached it. He was standing alone in a corner. Merida went to him. He didn't look up.

"Hey, I know I was kinda hard on you the other day," Merida started. Jack kept staring at the plants. Merida continued, "Even though I was right, I suppose since I didn't get in too much trouble, I'm not mad any more."

Jack made no response. The other Slytherins and Gryffindors filed in. Jack hunched over a little.

"Hey, I'm talking to you!" Merida demanded. She lightly punched Jack in his arm. He flinched and grimaced.

"Sorry," he whispered.

"Are...are you okay?" Merida asked. Jack glanced up at her. He opened his mouth as if to say something, but then Professor Pitchiner came in. He said nothing as she started the lesson.

Merida was soon too distracted learning what effect certain plants had when ingested to pay any attention to Jack. Merida didn't think she'd ever remember the difference between Monkswood, Wolfsbane and Aconite.

The lesson concluded and the other students started filing out. Merida was in no hurry. The next Gryffindor class was Arithmancy which she thankfully wasn't taking. Finally, a free period, though she was supposed to spend it studying. Merida knew Jack had Potions next. She figured she could walk with him, just to ensure they were square.

Jack made no effort to move. Merida waved her hand in front of his eyes.

"What's with you? Stayed up too late plannin' something?" she asked. Again, Jack did not acknowledge her.

Professor Pitchiner came over to them, "Jack, I'd like to speak to you privately."

"Whatever it is, you can say it in front of me," Merida said.

"Actually, it'd be better if I was alone," Jack said softly. Merida's nostrils flared. She left the Greenhouse in a huff. It was bad enough Jack wasn't speaking to her, now he was blowing her off. What an overreaction! So she yelled. She was under a lot of stress. Obviously, Jack had no idea what she was going through.

He wasn't royalty. He didn't have extra lessons, no professors correcting his behavior at the drop of a hat. No letters from his mother detailing how every day was to be lived.

Merida stormed up to her room and found, surprise, another letter from her mum. She crumpled the letter without looking at it, dug into her trunk and pulled out her bow and arrows.

She knew she should be studying. Christmas break was coming up. Her mum would be checking her progress. Merida didn't care. She needed a break. She'd kind of expected Jack to be goofing off and laughing during Herbology. He usually made everything more fun. Instead she got icy cold silence. She hadn't realized how much she looked forward to spending time in class with Jack.

Now she was even more mad at him for being a jerk and acting all stuck up. Merida grabbed a few more of her mother's letters and headed out of the castle. She went straight to the forest.

Sure she'd been scared in the forest before. But that was two years ago. She was much older now. Merida was nothing if not brave. She decided to give it a try again. The forest was the best place to blow off steam without worrying about being caught by a professor.

Merida pinned her mum's letters to the trees. She made sure to stay where she could still see the castle, just in case. Her course wasn't as challenging as the one at home, but it still felt good to practice.

Merida drew an arrow, pulled her bow taut and let it go. The arrow pierced her mother's letter right through the signature. Merida smiled to herself. She made that her goal. As she moved to the next letter, she aimed for the signature.

Again, Merida hit the mark. This was too easy. Merida's next target was further away. She stayed where she was and loosed a third arrow. She ran up to the letter. The signature was pierced.

She continued letting her arrows fly, always hitting the mark. Compared to shooting while riding Angus, this was easy. She almost wished he was at Hogwarts with her.

A twig cracked somewhere in the forest. Merida felt a twinge of fear. Could it be those horrible, black sandy horses? She gritted her teeth and leveled her bow. Only one way to find out.

Merida stepped deeper into the forest, fully expecting to be attacked. Another twig cracked. Her shoulders tensed. Out from the bushes, jumped a white horse wearing a saddle.

Merida relaxed. It was just that horse, the Captain of the Guards. What was his name? Max? Maximus.

The horse looked angry. Which surprised Merida, because Angus rarely displayed human emotions. Maximus sniffed Merida up and down. He apparently approved as he stepped back and started to walk away.

Merida watched him. Slowly an idea formed in her mind. She reached out and gently grabbed his reins. The horse immediately tried to bite her. Merida let go and took a step back.

"Whoa! I just want a ride," she said. Merida felt a little silly talking to a horse. He was just a dumb animal. Dumb animal or not, though, Maximus looked like he wouldn't just let her on his back. He needed to be convinced.

"See, I'm practicing...you know for security." Merida crossed her fingers behind her back, "I would be able to help you keep the school safe if you helped me out."

Maximus regarded her. She wasn't sure how he was reacting. She didn't know if he could actually understand her, but she decided to try anyway.

"Besides, you're here to protect Rapunzel, right? Well, she is my best friend. I'm always hanging out with her. If you help me practice, I could help keep her safe."

The horse seemed to think about it for a minute. Then he lowered his head and practically flung Merida on his back. He was thinner than Angus, but very agile. He took Merida on a gallop around the woods, as she fired arrows, hitting everything she aimed at. Now this was fun.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Big Fan: Thank you for the suggestion, but I intend to have Toothless and Hiccup meet as they did in the movie (I wouldn't rule out Hiccup having Toothless's aid in the Tournament, though).**

**David Gale: The Tournament probably will be in Year Five, though until I start writing it that might change. Thank you for the suggestion, having it at Durmstrang is a good idea, but I think for the purposes of my story it makes more sense to leave it at Hogwarts (I have an in-story reason for having the Tri-Wizard Tournament at a school where most of the professors are Guardians.)**


	11. A Kingdom of Isolation

Rapunzel carefully heated the Girding Potion she and Jack were making. He was busy measuring out the ingredients. He was being unusually quiet. Rapunzel didn't think too much about it, though.

Jack had mentioned he was in trouble with Pitch Black. She supposed he was trying not to draw the professor's attention. Pitch Black did have a habit of sneaking right up behind people and jumping out at them at the most inopportune moments.

Without Jack talking to distract her, Rapunzel started thinking of her mother, and her birth. It was easy to do in Potions. Gothel had always told her that her real mother had been working on a potion for eternal youth. The queen ingested it just before Rapunzel was born, hence her magic hair.

The queen had continued to age after the princess was born. Gothel often mused that part of the reason the queen sent Rapunzel to live in the tower was because she couldn't bear to look at her mistake. Rapunzel wasn't sure she believed this, but then, Gothel was always making her question herself.

Rapunzel usually told people her extremely long hair was the result of uncontrollable magic. The King and Queen didn't like to brag about their magical ability. While it was no secret that they were a witch and wizard, they did not want the other kingdoms, or their own muggle citizens, to be afraid. The King and Queen downplayed their magic in public. Gothel had warned Rapunzel not to let people know she was the result of a spell gone bad.

Jack added the flying seahorses. Rapunzel kept the fire stoked at the proper temperature. She let out a squeal of joy as it turned green and let off a foul odor. Jack weakly smiled. Their potion was done.

"Oh, well done," Pitch Black said, stepping out of the shadows. "I think you've made the best Girding Potion of the class."

Rapunzel was a little surprised. Professor Black never gave compliments. He was usually reluctant to even give good grades. He always begrudgingly handed back papers and potions.

"Jack, remember, the maximum dosage is two vials. I might advise you to keep a few vials handy. You may need them for the next time I have to send you to my office."

Professor Black walked away. Rapunzel turned to Jack as soon as he was gone.

"Why would you need an endurance potion?" she asked. Jack slid his hands off the desk.

"It's nothing," he said softly. He averted his eyes. Rapunzel got the feeling that it was more than nothing.

"Are you sure? You can tell me."

"It's just..." Jack looked like he was about to confess something. He opened his mouth and Rapunzel leaned forward. Before he said anything, Pitch announced that class was over. Jack clammed up.

Very quickly, Jack muttered that he had to go, he was confined to the Slytherin Dungeon during free time.

Rapunzel thought something was strange. She just wasn't sure what. He was normally so happy and energetic. What had changed? She wanted to help him, she just didn't know how.

She planned to bring Jack's strange comments up with Hiccup, but first she had to visit Mother. Gothel was cleaning the windows in the Infirmary when Rapunzel walked in.

"Oh good, you're here. Rapunzel, all this reaching is killing my back, be a dear and sing for me."

"Of course, Mother." Rapunzel went into Gothel's little room. Gothel started to unbraid her hair as Rapunzel sang her special song. The hair glowed, and Gothel's wrinkles vanished.

"Mother, you don't need to unbraid my hair. It's fine. It should last a whole week before it needs re-braiding."

"Now, now, my pet, Mother knows best. Your hair can always be re-braided. Best to do it early. And anyway, it's the perfect activity to do while talking. I can see something's troubling you. What is it?"

"Jack," Rapunzel confessed. "He was acting strangely. Just a little. I thought it was because he was in trouble, but-"

"The boy is in trouble?" Gothel prodded, pulling Rapunzel's hair.

"Ow, yes. He said something happened, but he won't say what."

"This is just like that prophesy said. It warned you of a false friend...didn't it?"

"Yeah, but I don't think it meant-"

"Don't think Rapunzel. You aren't well suited for it."

"What? But I've gotten O's in everything."

"Yes...but you're also a princess. I'm sure many of the professors have only been giving you good marks because they feel sorry for your mother and father. Having such an uncoordinated, ditzy, immature, sloppy, gullible, naive, and frankly, rather vague, daughter."

"You...You really think the professors only give me pity grades?" Rapunzel asked tugging on a loose lock of hair.

"Well, of course I can't say for sure. But...well...just look at you. Why else would you be getting good grades?"

Rapunzel couldn't say anything back to that. Gothel continued to work on her hair in silence. Rapunzel thought about what Gothel had said. Maybe Mother was right. Maybe she was immature, sloppy and all those other things. Slowly a determination filled her head.

She was already trying to learn what Merida was learning. Why not add that to her lesson plan. When she next met with Hiccup she would tell him all the new things Gothel thought she should be working on. As Rapunzel planned how she would say this to Hiccup, Jack Frost was forgotten.

* * *

><p>Hiccup bit the wooden end of his charcoal stump as he tried to write. He was supposed to be following Merida's lead, but Merida hadn't come up to their club room yet. Hiccup figured she was probably either avoiding responsibility, or Professor Bunnymund had cornered her and was making her recite something.<p>

He supposed he should be working on his speaking. Not that it mattered. No one ever listened to him. He didn't think speaking with better enunciation would improve Berk's listening skills.

All he really wanted to do was invent something. Hiccup's left hand wandered down to his paper and started to sketch. He wasn't really sure what he was drawing. He could practically hear Merida quoting her mum, 'a princess doesnae doodle.'

It didn't really matter, Hiccup supposed. He wasn't a princess. He wasn't even really a prince. Just the son of a chief. He had no real power. No real duties. Until he actually became chief, he was just another citizen of Berk. Nobody would care if he doodled or not.

Hiccup's drawing began to take shape. He still had no idea what it was, but he was starting to get an itch to go make it and find out. Too bad there weren't any forges at Hogwarts. He would have to wait until he got back to Berk for winter break.

Luckily, that wasn't too far off. Normally he would use the time between coming up with an idea and actually making it to refine the idea. But he didn't think he'd have time this year. His schedule was just too full, not to mention all the homework.

Charms, Transfiguration, Defense Against the Dark Arts all gave lots of homework. Sometimes writing assignments, sometimes practicing wand movements. Hiccup was still fairly weak in his spell casting. He always spent longer than he probably had to on wand movements.

History, Astronomy and Muggle Studies were practically all written homework. The few non-written assignments in Muggle Studies tended to be along the lines of 'do things the way a muggle would do them'. Not hard for Hiccup. He'd been doing things the muggle way for thirteen and a half years.

Potions, Herbology and Care of Magical Creatures hardly ever required homework, beyond remembering to bring supplies.

Arithmancy was much harder. Math equations and the like took a lot more time. But fortunately Hiccup was good at math so it wasn't too difficult, just time consuming. He wasn't sure if he liked Arithmancy. It was okay, he just didn't see how it could help him fit in on Berk. It didn't seem to have any application to dragon killing.

In Ancient Runes, Hiccup was ahead of the game. He got plenty of homework from Professor Cowel, but considering that the Runic alphabet was his first language, writing 'the brown troll jumps' twenty times was hardly a challenge.

The real challenge was this whole, 'preparing to be chief' thing. Part of it was figuring out what he should study. He was trying to plan his lessons around Merida's lessons, but there were a few problems with that. For one, half the lessons were things that Queen Elinor believed girls shouldn't do. Like have weapons. Everyone on Berk had weapons. Even women. It would be suicidal to go around unarmed.

Hiccup had written to Fishlegs, asking him to contact Camicazi at Durmstrang. He'd thought about just asking Jack to contact her, but then Jack got in trouble. Hiccup didn't want to bother him. Fishlegs hadn't written back with the results yet.

After a while Hiccup decided he wasn't getting anywhere. Neither Merida nor Rapunzel had come. He closed his books and went back to the Hufflepuff Basement. Hiccup found a comfortable chair by the fire and settled down to think.

What should he be doing? Should he try to study Berk? Or should he be practicing wand movements? Hiccup decided to go with the wand movements, as many of his Hufflepuff classmates were doing.

Hiccup pulled out his wand and practiced the Draconifors spell. Nobody on Berk would ever cast this spell. Too much chance their transfigured object would be mistaken for a real dragon and killed. Hiccup wasn't even sure the spell was taught at Durmstrang. It would be nice to know a spell before Snotlout.

"Well, isn't it nice to see you back with your own kind," a voice said. Hiccup turned and saw Robert. "Decided to ditch that loser Slytherin after all?"

"Not ditching him, no. Jack's just busy." Hiccup defended, putting his wand down and standing to face Robert. William was next to Robert, trying to pull the boy away. There were only a few other Hufflepuffs in the room. Most of them were intently looking in their books. Not reading, just trying to avoid the possible confrontation.

"I heard that the Slytherin went berserk and attacked his own housemates. I suppose a house traitor like you would do the same.

"One, I doubt he actually went Berserk. Berserkers are very rare, and they tend to be descended from the Berserker tribe. Two, Jack would not attack his own house. And three, I wouldn't attack. Why on earth do you think I would?"

"He's sorry," William said, holding Robert back. "We got a letter from Crispin this morning. He said he was having dreams, no, nightmares, about being a Fearling. He said Jack was in them."

"What?" Hiccup exclaimed. "It's just a dream. It doesn't mean anything."

"Your friend is the reason Crispin is a muggle!" Robert screamed.

"We don't know that for sure," William said calmly. "Hiccup is right. It was just a dream. It doesn't mean that it was a real memory."

"It doesn't mean that it wasn't!" Robert snapped back.

"Look, let's just leave it be. So what if it was a real memory? We can't do anything about it. Just let it go," William reasoned.

"No! Hufflepuffs are suppose to be Loyal. Hiccup, you should be loyal to your house."

"Oh yeah?" Hiccup said getting angry. "Hufflepuffs are also supposed to be just! And tolerant. And kind. You have no proof Jack did anything. I am loyal to the Hufflepuffs. But I'm also loyal to my friends. I'm not going to side against Jack just because of some stupid dream. Besides, Jack was vindicated by Sandman. I was there."

"Let's go," William said. Robert didn't seem happy, but he let Will lead him away. Hiccup collapsed in his chair. He was grateful they were in Hufflepuff. If Robert had been a Gryffindor he probably would have kept at it.

Hiccup knew Jack wasn't behind the attacks of last year. Jack wouldn't hurt anyone. And anyway, Sandman had confirmed that the Fearling possessing him was only putting him to sleep. Jack didn't have the ability to turn people into Fearlings. He was being framed.

Hiccup started to wonder if this new dream might be part of the same set up. Sandman was able to influence dreams. Maybe he could help Hiccup figure out if something sinister was going on. Hiccup resolved to ask him some time in the future. Maybe after Snoggletog. There was no hurry.

* * *

><p>Jack sat quietly in his room on the floor. His bed was feet away, but he dared not get into it. He was in too much trouble. He didn't want any more.<p>

It all started when he came slinking in the night after the accident. He wasn't stupid. He knew he was in trouble before he came back. That was why he waited until one minute before curfew to return. Professor Black had been waiting.

_The room was dimmed, but at least all the snow had melted. Jack was crossing the room when he noticed the shadows were moving. He started to feel frightened, and disoriented. Professor Black appeared out of nowhere. Jack nearly jumped out of his skin._

"_Well, if our little Ice Elf hasn't returned."_

"_Ice elf?"_

"_Honestly, don't you know anything? I suppose if you would stop playing and take a moment to read you might know that an Ice Elf is one of the types of elves in the magical world. Just like the House-Elves and the Woodland Elves. As you may have guessed from the name, Ice Elves can make ice. Or are you too stupid to figure that out?"_

_Jack decided not to make a retort. He was on thin ice already. No sense in making this worse than it had to be. After a moment of silence, Professor Black guided Jack to his office. Jack noted with dismay that the window he had escaped from last year now had bars across it._

"_Do you know how long I have been a professor here?"_

"_No sir," Jack said, staring at his feet, now clad in his half burned shoes. Thankfully the burnt leather smell had dimmed from his time outdoors, so their condition wasn't as noticeable to anyone but Jack._

"_Forty years!" Professor Black yelled. Jack was a little surprised. Pitch Black did not look that old. Professor Black continued, "For forty years I have been a professor here, and for thirty of those years I have reigned over the Slytherin house. In all that time, do you know how often I have given out punishments?"_

"_A lot?" Jack answered._

"_Once. To each student. I have only ever had to punish a student once, before they started behaving properly. Then you came along. How many times have I punished you?"_

"_A lot," Jack admitted. He resisted the urge to point out that the other Slytherins weren't behaving, Pitch was just not punishing them._

"_Now, now, don't be vague. Tell the truth."_

"_I don't know, sir, I lost count."_

"_Exactly. Obviously my usual methods are not working on you, or else you would be able to keep track. I tried having you test potions. When you worried about possible side effects I allowed you to switch to manual labor. Obviously that did not work either. I hate to do this, Frost, but you've left me no alternative. I have to try something that I've never done to a student before."_

_With that Pitch picked up a long thin cane from his desk. Jack knew what was coming. He's seen enough boys in his village punished like this. In fact, he was fairly sure his own father had beaten him once or twice when he was little, before he abandoned them._

_Pitch was merciless in his beating. Jack hadn't been able to sit comfortably since. Jack kept silent through the ordeal. He knew he had broken the unspoken rules. He wanted to get the punishment out of the way and move on._

_When Pitch finished administering the punishment, Jack expected to be released, but it wasn't to be._

"_Now, have you learned your lesson?"_

"_Yes...sir," Jack said as he straightened up. "May I go now?"_

"_No. You gave your classmates quite a scare. They want to know that you won't use your powers again."_

"_I wouldn't have used them in the first place if they had left me alone."_

"_Be that as it may, I've determined the best course of action is to keep you separated until the issue is resolved. You will stay here tonight. Tomorrow you will apologize to the others for scaring them."_

_Jack didn't like it. He hated being trapped, and he had the feeling Pitch would lock him in. But all the same, spending time away from his dormmates was probably for the best. Jack accepted Pitch's terms. _

_Sure enough, Pitch locked him in. The cot Jack had used last year was still in the room, so Jack wasn't completely uncomfortable. He actually drifted off fairly fast, and to his surprise had very pleasant dreams. _

_The next day was not so enjoyable. Pitch gathered all the Slytherins together and had Jack stand in front of them._

"_Now, anything you would like to say?" Pitch prompted._

"_I...I'm sorry I froze the room," Jack said. "I won't do it again."_

"_You bet he won't." Pitch announced, "Jack is hereby forbidden from using his ice abilities. If he ever uses his powers again, it will be instant expulsion."_

_Jack supposed Pitch had done that so other students wouldn't be afraid, if so, it backfired massively._

_The second Pitch left Derek turned on Jack._

"_So, the little mudblood managed to wriggle out of trouble again."_

"_I didn't wriggle out-" Jack started._

"_I say you did," Derek cut Jack off. "Doesn't matter, I suppose. You'll pay for worming your way into our house. I think it's high time you started acting like a Slytherin."_

"_Dream on," Jack snorted._

"_Oh? That's rich. You telling me what to do. No. I'll be telling you what to do from now on. And if you don't like it, you can always freeze the place, get yourself expelled."_

"_I don't have to listen to you." Jack tried to walk away. Before he could even take one step, Derek called out loudly:_

"_Professor Black! Jack just threatened to freeze me!"_

_Jack watched in shock as Professor Black returned. He immediately took Derek's side, "You love to be in trouble, don't you. Since you only threatened I suppose I won't expel you, but I do have to discipline you. Hands out!"_

"_No, I never said anything-"_

"_Double for lying," Black said. Jack could see that fighting would be futile. Jack reluctantly held his hands out. The professor produced a cane and struck Jack's hands ten times._

After that, Jack didn't fight when Derek bossed him around. What point was there? Pitch would always side with the blond 'pureblood.' Jack supposed the professor was just as much into blood purity as the rest of his house.

That's why Jack wasn't sitting in his bed on this cold December night. Derek had practically forbidden it. Jack had tried to reason with Professor Black pointing out all the possibilities Derek had to misuse the knowledge of his powers.

Pitch did offer for Jack to stay in his office again, but Jack would rather put up with his roommates. At least then he wouldn't be locked in. Jack would rather be free and in danger than safe and imprisoned. Besides, he couldn't stand the thought of being alone. Any company was better than none.

On top of everything else, Pitch had also restricted him to the Slytherin dungeon during free time, aside from weather magic lessons with Seraphina Pitchiner. Then she had to complicate things by asking for payment. There was no way. He already couldn't afford shoes, there was no way he'd be able to pay for extra lessons. If Hogwarts wasn't free he wouldn't have been able to even get this far. He would have been doomed to the life of a shepherd.

Jack soon heard snoring from the other beds. Derek was finally asleep. Jack decided to chance it. He got off the floor and crawled into bed, pulling the curtain around tightly. As Jack drifted into a peaceful sleep, he could only hope that he woke up before Derek.

* * *

><p>"So I take it our plan is working?" Gothel asked Pitch after he related what he'd done to drive Jack away.<p>

"Splendidly," Pitch said with a smirk. "The boy is miserable. And even better, he's frightened. He's unwittingly feeding my army. I almost hate to get rid of him. But he's also a liability. The boy is too free spirited and unpredictable. If he was an average boy it would be no problem, but having those ice powers...I would rather get rid of the boy before he properly learns to control those powers. I'd hate to see what effect they have on my nightmares."

"So, you think you can get rid of him?"

"Get him out of Hogwarts? Yes. If my punishments don't make him want to leave, his roommates will. I've encouraged them to go after Jack in any way possible. It wasn't hard. I've even come up with a way to get some of the other houses to set against him. It's working very well in Hufflepuff. When he realizes that no one in this school wants him, he'll go home."

"And then what? Just let him live a happy muggle life? After what he did to me?"

"Trust me, my dear, I have a few surprises waiting for him at home. I don't intend to let this boy get a happy ending."

"What if the boy goes above you. Complains to Ombric? Or Sandman."

"It shouldn't matter. I was perfectly within my rights to discipline him."

"What about his roommates? If he complains about them..."

"Everyone knows the boy is an incorrigible trickster. It is reasonable to assume that I believed them over him. Perhaps I can also cause doubt in the minds of the other professors. If we can truly isolate Jack, things will be much easier for us. I like what you've been doing to him on Hogsmeade trips. A shame I had to ground him so he can't go. Keep it up whenever the opportunity presents itself."

"Oh, believe me, I will. I want nothing more than for that boy to leave. I've been trying to make Rapunzel see things my way, but I dare not push too hard. If Jack suspects that Rapunzel isn't doing things of her own free will, he might talk."

"Well, that's what you get for not keeping the sun hidden back when it was a flower. You shall just have to wait until I can persuade the boy."

"And how are the others?"

"Not as easy. Princess Merida fears very little. I've had much more success with her mother. I've given Queen Elinor so many nightmares about the lords deciding to start a war. I've convinced her that Merida will somehow screw up their alliance; bring ruin and war to their home. I was hoping the Queen would decide Merida's lessons were more important and order her home. She hasn't yet, but there's still time."

"Excellent. And what of the Viking boy?"

"Oh, I hardly need to worry about him. He's doing it all by himself. His powers are still weak, and he feels far behind. He's distracting himself by trying to keep up. Of course he is a bit too smart for his own good. If something happens to Merida or Jack he'll suspect foul play, but I don't think we need to concentrate on him, I mean he's just a Hufflepuff. They tend to be loyal to a fault. Suggest that his friends are in danger and he will blindly run anywhere we tell him."

"I'm still not sure, what if he suspects us?"

"Trust me, he does suspect us, but we have covered our tracks well. There is no way he could possibly prove what we've done. Only my daughter knows what I am doing."

"Daughter? You never mentioned a daughter."

"Yes. Emily Jane. She's known I was behind the attacks ever since my Fearlings appeared last year. I have tried in vain to get her to side with us, but she prefers to remain a neutral party. I suppose that is good for us, as she won't be telling the Guardians that I have been making Fearlings."

"How can you be sure?"

"I don't suppose I can be. Emily Jane has always been an unpredictable child. But she has known for almost a whole year and she hasn't said anything. I highly doubt she will speak up now. Her friendship with the Sandman is troublesome. But I don't believe Emily Jane will betray me for him. She has always chosen to stay out of such matters."

"But, what if you're wrong?"

"Then you shouldn't have anything to worry about. Even if Emily Jane does tell the world that I am Kozmoits Pitchiner, that shouldn't have any impact on you. She is not aware of our arrangement, nor is she aware of your part in the attacks last year. If that does happen, if something forces me to leave the school, I expect you to carry on your work on the four students, especially Rapunzel. If you can't keep her sunlit hair contained, I will have to get rid of it. And you know what happens to you then!"

Gothel scowled, she hated when Pitch tried to scare her. He loved to do it. A door closed nearby.

"That will be Rapunzel," Gothel said as she looked at her wrinkled skin.

"Then I shall go. No sense in alerting the students to our alliance."

With that Pitch Black disappeared into the shadows, and Gothel turned her attention to Rapunzel.


	12. The Boggart Lesson

Hiccup worked on his sketch as he waited for Defense Against the Dark Arts to start. He was fairly sure what he was drawing was some kind of weapon, maybe something to help him lift the heavier weapons.

He hardly noticed as the other students filed in. Jack Frost came in last and sat down next to Hiccup.

"Hey, Pitch let you off the hook yet?" Hiccup asked without looking up; he was too engrossed in the possibilities for his machine. Jack did not respond. Hiccup took it as a "no".

Hiccup quickly put his sketch away as Professor Joyce came in.

"We've got a fun lesson planned for today," the professor announced. "Today we're dealing with a pest. I know, I know, most of you are thinking that pests are for Care of Magical Creatures, or Herbology. But this pest is a dark creature. A boggart. We talked about boggarts on our first day. Anyone remember anything about boggarts?"

Hiccup wracked his brain. There were no boggarts on Berk. Either the Vikings or the dragons had scared them off, or maybe it was just too cold for them that far north. Hiccup had never seen a boggart.

"A boggart," the professor continued when no one replied, "is a dark creature. A creature of fear. It is a shapeshifting creature and, as such, no one knows what it actually looks like. It can sense what you fear, and become it. As you can imagine, this makes it difficult to defeat. But it does have a few weaknesses."

The professor paused. Hiccup started thinking about what he feared. Dragons? A little. Not fitting in? How would a boggart change into that?

As the possibilities ran through his mind, the professor started again, "One weakness is that boggarts can only change into one thing at a time, so groups tend to confuse them. Another way to defeat them is with the very simple charm: _riddikulus_. Just say it and think of a way to make whatever you fear funny."

Hiccup started to worry. Making things fun had never been his strong suit. The professor rolled out a large wooden trunk. Several students crept forward. Hiccup hung back. He wasn't sure what scared him most. And he really wasn't sure how he could change it. To his surprise, Jack went to the back with him.

"Don't want to be first? I thought you liked to show off," Hiccup commented.

"And have everyone in the room know what I'm afraid of?" Jack glanced at his roommates.

"I'm not an expert, but if I remember correctly, boggarts don't know your greatest fear. They change into whatever they think will scare you. Maybe you can trick it into changing into something that you only mildly fear? I'm not sure if it will work, but hey, worth a shot."

Jack nodded. Bravely, he went up closer to the front, though he didn't push past his fellow Slytherins. The Hufflepuffs were a timid lot. They didn't mind letting Jack cut ahead. Hiccup decided to do the same. Even if he was scared...he wasn't a coward. No other Viking would be scared of a stupid closet-dwelling boggart. Hiccup took his own advice. He could decide what he was afraid of. He went up and stood next to Jack.

A Slytherin girl went first. The professor opened the chest. Out from the chest sprang a giant snake. It was so big Hiccup suspected it might be a basilisk. The snake reared up, but before it could lunge the girl called out, "_Riddikulus_!"

There was a loud crack. Suddenly the snake's body began to twist and turn. Before Hiccup's eyes it became a giant pretzel with eyeballs. Everyone laughed. The snake-pretzel flickered.

Another student approached. The crack sounded again and the snake-pretzel became a human skeleton. The boy shouted the incantation, the bones rearranged themselves until the skeleton looked more like a sculpture than a human.

Soon it was Hiccup's turn. He stepped right up in front of the boggart. He decided he was most afraid of dragons. They were dangerous, destructive and would always go for the kill. The crack sounded and the boggart changed shape. Hiccup fully expected to see a dragon. What stood before him was no dragon. It was Stoick the Vast.

The boggart opened his mouth to speak; Hiccup knew what he was going to say. Hiccup took a deep breath and before Stoick could utter a word, Hiccup shouted, "_Riddikulus_!"

There was a crack and Stoick stumbled. Hiccup had been trying to make him fall over. It was a common way to get someone to laugh on Berk. Vikings tended to have a primitive sense of humor. Unfortunately, Hiccup failed to remember that he rarely laughed at events like that. He also felt really weird about trying to make his dad fall.

"You're a squib, just as I expected. You're not fit to be my son. I always wanted Snotlout as my heir, instead of a runt like you," Boggart Stoick said. Hiccup wavered. He knew it was a fake. He knew his father wouldn't really say that. _But he would think it, _Hiccup's brain reminded him.

Boggart Stoick took a step towards Hiccup. He couldn't fight it. He'd never been able to stand up to his dad. Before the Boggart got any closer, Jack Frost jumped in front of him. The boggart cracked and changed into another man. This one tall and thin, with rich brown hair. Hiccup had never seen him before.

Before the man could do anything, Jack called out, "_Riddikulus_!"

The man turned into a snowman. Not just any snowman, the silliest snowman Hiccup had ever seen. He had a goofy expression made from black stones, an ugly green and red scarf, and the sticks that made his arms were bent at such an angle that the snowman looked like it was trying to do the dance routine to 'I'm a little teapot'.

Jack started laughing. He laughed so loud, with so much joy, that it was contagious. Hiccup started laughing. Even Jack's roommates who were trying to hold it back ended up laughing out loud. The boggart couldn't cope. It exploded.

The professor dismissed them and the students left in a good mood. Hiccup fell into step next to Jack. A blond Slytherin boy started following them.

"Jack, shouldn't you come with us?" he called out coldly.

"Rack off, Derek. I don't have to follow you around," Jack said back, keeping his pace.

"Oh yeah? Wait until I tell Pitch you made a snowman," Derek threatened. Hiccup wasn't sure what he was talking about. Jack ignored him and kept walking. Hiccup followed. Soon they left the others behind. Once they were alone, Hiccup turned to Jack.

"What was that about?"

"That? Nothing. Derek's just taken to trying to boss me around. Pitch usually takes his side when we fight."

"You shouldn't be getting in trouble for something you didn't do."

"It's fine. I was a little mad about it at first, but then I realized this is kinda a free pass on fun. If I'm gonna get in trouble no matter what I do, might as well take advantage of it and raise a little hell. I won't live my life in fear when there's fun to be had. Besides, you know me. My mom let me slide a lot. I've probably played enough pranks to deserve those punishments. And anyway, I could have obeyed him, if I was truly scared, but I'd rather be with you."

"I haven't noticed a lot of havoc," Hiccup commented. So far this year, the school really had been quiet. Aside from Rapunzel's guards and the presence of the Sandman, it was almost a normal year.

"Yeah, well... I haven't had a lot of time to think up anything good," Jack said softly. "I have too much non-prank-related things on my mind."

"Guess that makes all of us." Hiccup paused, "Thanks for getting between me and my boggart."

"That was your dad, right?"

"Yeah. I couldn't even fight a boggart. Maybe he's right, and I am the weakest wizard in the world."

"That's not true. You're a great wizard. Boggarts are scary. It's their nature."

"It wasn't hard for you, or any of the Slytherins."

"My first night at Hogwarts, Flynn Rider, or whatever his real name is, he told me that it was rumored Pitch Black was part boggart. I'm not sure if it's true, but Pitch is really good at picking up on people's fears. All the Slytherins have an edge on boggarts because we're used to dealing with him."

"So...What was your fear? Is that man someone from your home?"

Jack stopped walking, "Not any more. You and I have more in common than you think. The man I was facing was what I remember of my father."

"That was your dad?"

"Yes. I think. He left so long ago, I don't know if I remember him correctly."

"Why were you afraid of your dad?"

"I'm not afraid of _him_. I'm afraid of what he is. I'm afraid he's a muggle, and I'll be an outcast among wizards. I'm afraid he's a wizard, and I'll be an outcast among muggles."

"Why would you be an outcast where you grew up."

"I had some dreams, a few years ago. Dreams where the muggles started to fear wizards and witches. They wanted to burn me at the stake. It was just a nightmare, but it rattled me a little. This summer, I noticed how some of the grown ups called their kids away from me. People who I've known me my whole life."

Hiccup nodded sympathetically. Jack continued, "I'm afraid, afraid that if my dad is a wizard, people will think my power is too strong. I'm already losing a little control over the ice. If muggles think I can't control it, they'll be afraid. And what if my dad was a blood purist? What if he hates muggles? What if that's why he left mom? But then what if he's a muggle? Everyone's saying my ice powers are genetic. But if my dad's a muggle then he won't know anything about controlling it. And if he's a muggle, it means I am a mudblood. While I don't really care...it would make me more of a target. I'm pretty sure Professor Black sides with Derek because of the whole blood purity thing. If I find out I'm a full muggleborn...He'll never cut me any slack."

"I'm sure that's against school rules. You should go to the library. Look up the school code. See if Pitch really is breaking the rules."

"I guess it's worth a shot. Next time I'm allowed in the library, I'll look into it."

"You said you were having some trouble with your frost powers?"

"Not much. It's just, well, you know I'm in trouble for freezing the Slytherin Dungeon, right?"

"What? I thought it was just a prank gone bad. You mean Rob was right and you did attack your own house?"

"It was an accident. I just lost control!" Jack said, a slightly panicked, defensive expression coming over him. Hiccup gently touched his shoulder and asked,

"Has it ever happened before?"

"Not on that scale. Usually it just gets a little cold, or frost starts to grow," Jack breathed out, relaxing.

"Are you worried it will happen again?"

"Yeah. Pitch Black forbade me from doing it again. I do it again, I'm expelled. Professor Pitchiner offered to help me control it...but then she changed her mind."

"The Herbology professor? What does she know about weather magic?"

"Oh uh...well...it's a secret. Sorry. You know I trust you, but I already blew Rapunzel's secret to Gothel, and Merida's secret to Pitch. I need to make up for it. Professor Pitchiner asked me to keep it a secret. I have to honor her. No more broken promises from me."

Hiccup accepted that. He understood wanting to make up for failure. Every professor was entitled to secrets, he supposed.

"So, why did she change her mind?"

"No idea. But she said she'd only teach me if I could pay for it. I don't have that kind of money."

Hiccup thought for a moment, "Maybe you could do an alternative form of payment. You worked for her as groundskeeper last year, right? Maybe you could offer to do it again in exchange for the lessons?"

The boys reached the stairwell. This was where they parted. Hiccup had to go up for Transfiguration, while Jack had Potions in the dungeon. The rest of Hiccup's classes were boring compared to Defense Against the Dark Arts. He related what had happened to Merida in Transfiguration.

She didn't really care. She hadn't had the boggart lesson yet, and she was too busy with her mum's letters to really care. Hiccup took a look at her roster. He remembered what Boggart Stoick had said, about wanting Snotlout. Hiccup forgot all about Jack as he started copying Merida's notes to study from. He had to prove to Stoick that he would be a good leader.

* * *

><p>A few days before break, Merida sighed as she looked at the work before her. It was so unfair of her mum to expect this of her. Why should she have to learn things her friends weren't learning?<p>

Mum kept justifying it, 'You are a princess. Your friends are not.' But that wasn't true. Rapunzel _was_ a princess, and her parents weren't making her study anything. True, the poor lass was obsessed with following Merida's lesson plan, but it was her choice. Merida had considered trying to get Rapunzel to do her homework, but ultimately decided against it. Mum would catch it if she did. She could never get away with anything.

Merida picked up a book on music. As her eyes skimmed over the notes she happened to glance out the window. Down below some of the younger children were having a snowball fight. How Merida longed to be with them.

She put aside her book of music and picked up another book, this one on her people's traditions. It sounded dull and boring. Nevertheless, Merida opened it to a random page. The page happened to be on marriage.

As good a place as any to start, she supposed. She skimmed the page. One line in particular caught her attention. _When a woman marries, she typically ceases all other pursuits to focus on bearing and raising an heir._

Merida was glad she wasn't expected to marry. While it would be nice if her mum would stop trying to teach her all this boring princess stuff, she didn't want to give up on her life...her dreams. She wasn't ready for it. Maybe she never would be ready for it.

Merida closed the book. She couldn't concentrate on all these princess lessons. Instead she picked up a piece of parchment to do her DADA homework, which was to write various things a boggart might turn into and how to change them using the riddikulus spell.

When Merida had faced the boggart in class the other day, it had turned into the bear Mor'du. She was no more scared of bears than anything else, but then she supposed she wasn't truly scared of anything.

She was able to cast the _Riddikulus_ spell with ease. She made an arrow fly at the bear, deflating it until it was just a bear skin rug. It wasn't super funny. Last year she might have been better at the funny part, but this year she couldn't get her mum scolding, 'A princess doesn't chortle' out of her head.

Rapunzel's boggart was really strange. It was a man, but he was really big and had really sharp teeth. He was also carrying a pair of scissors. Merida supposed he looked a little threatening, but she wouldn't have been scared of him.

Rapunzel had a little trouble repelling him, but after she stopped being paralyzed in fear, she managed to make his scissors turn rusty and fall apart. The man's teeth also fell out, and he hunched over looking old and decrepit.

Merida had tried to ask Rapunzel about him after class, but Rapunzel just said that he was a ruffian, or thug, then she changed the subject. Merida didn't really care enough to pursue it.

Merida finished her writing and decided to put everything away. She wasn't done, but there was no way she could concentrate. Soon enough it would be Christmas break. Despite the name, Merida was sure her mum wouldn't give her a break. Now was the only time to slack off.

Merida closed her book and decided to run outside and play.

* * *

><p>Seraphina was lost in thought when the door to the greenhouse opened. She turned and saw Jack Frost. She was surprised. A few days ago she had followed her father's advice and asked the boy to compensate her for her time. He'd said no, and Seraphina had figured maybe her father was right. Maybe he was just a troublemaker hiding behind the excuse of uncontrollable powers. She hadn't expected to see Jack outside of class again.<p>

"Professor..." Jack started, "I was wondering. Would you reconsider giving me those lessons again?"

"As I told you before, I'd be happy to give them to you provided you prove you are serious. I can't be spending all my free time tutoring students. Especially about non-Herbology topics."

"I know. I don't have any money, but one of my friends suggested maybe I could help out with the grounds? Like I did last year. I'll shovel snow, and clean the Owlery and anything else you need."

Mother Nature thought for a moment. She could use the help. And Jack had done a decent job last year.

"That sounds fair," she consented, "but when will you find the time? I've heard that Professor Black is keeping you under lock and key."

"He is. But I really need those lessons. I'm hoping he'll consider manual labor to be a sufficient punishment and let me out to do it. If not...well, I guess I could always skip class or something."

Seraphina chuckled. The boy must be serious if he was willing to skip classes. He could be expelled for that.

"That will not be necessary. I will arrange your release with my- With Professor Black. I'll let you know when we start. Probably after break."

After Jack had left, Seraphina turned herself into a Presence. She could be anywhere and see anything in this state, and only a few would notice that she was watching.

She was disappointed that her father had used his Fearlings to attack the school last year. When he started working at Hogwarts, she thought perhaps he had turned over a new leaf. That was why when he sent for her she had come. She took up her post as Herbology Professor expecting to see the father she remembered from so long ago.

Unfortunately, her father was still a bitter, power-hungry man. She found out he only wanted her there so they could rule together. She had no interest in ruling. She had very little interest in even being around humans.

The Guardians who worked at Hogwarts didn't know who Seraphina truly was. They knew Emily Jane Pitchiner was Mother Nature, and they knew Mother Nature was Kozmotis Pitchiner's daughter. But they didn't know that Kozmotis Pitchiner was Pitch Black, and they didn't know that Seraphina Pitchiner was Emily Jane.

She had some reservations about using her real last name. She worried that the guardians would connect her with her father. That they would hold what he did against her. But none of them even noticed. Working at a school, she supposed they ran into people with similar last names all the time. Not one of them ever asked her if she was related to their arch enemy.

Seraphina wound up liking teaching Herbology. It was a comfortable job and she got to spread her love of nature. Even the contact with her father and the others was tolerable. Until last year.

Last year, when her father had caused the disappearances of students. When the attacks started happening, Seraphina didn't know who or what was behind them. She didn't really care either. Human problems were not her concern. But then that Fearling showed up. And Seraphina knew who had done it. Only one person could make Fearlings.

Still she said nothing. Speaking of it would reveal who she was, and then the Guardians would never trust her. Besides. he was her father. She couldn't betray him.

Then Sandman showed up. If he had been just her father's enemy there wouldn't have been a problem. But Sandman was more than just a Guardian. He had been Seraphina's traveling companion for a long time before they came to Earth.

While she could fool the other Guardians with a simple name change, Sandman recognized her immediately. She avoided him at first. But she couldn't run forever. Hogwarts was too small.

Out of respect for their friendship, Sandy had not told the other Guardians who Seraphina was. Nor had he pressured her to tell him what she knew about her father. She was grateful. She couldn't decide who to help. She decided not to take sides. If Sandman could catch her father in the act, so be it. If her father attacked again, so be it.

The only side she would take was that of the boy with ice powers. It was rare for a human to develop weather powers. Seraphina had been taught by a Titan. But Jack was born with them. True, there was another girl with similar powers up in Arendelle, but she'd been born under unusual circumstances. Only one human child should have been born with ice powers due to the alignment of planets. Jack Frost must have gotten them in a different way. Maybe he was descended from the last person born with ice powers due to planetary alignment? Or perhaps he was related to a Titan, or any of the other non-human ice makers, such as Khione, Ice Elves, or Boreas.

Regardless of where the child got his powers, he had attracted her attention. Seraphina would train the youth. She didn't want to be like her father, spreading fear and misery. She would help this boy control his abilities, not prey on his fear. And maybe, by helping Jack, she could ease her conscience about not helping Sandman or her father.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: The planetary alignment thing? That's from an interview explaining how Elsa got her powers in _Frozen_. Khione and Boreas are Greek Gods (and before you ask, yes, I'm also a fan of Percy Jackson).**


	13. The Least Relaxing Holiday

Rapunzel led the way as all the students walked down to Hogsmeade train station. Merida, Hiccup and Jack followed her. Everyone was in a jolly mood, especially Jack. He kept stopping to pick up snow, starting snowball fights with everyone. It was good to see him acting like himself again.

Rapunzel had mixed feelings about going back to her Tower for Christmas. Last year she had stayed at Hogwarts over break. It turned out great because Hiccup stayed too, so she wasn't alone.

None of her friends were staying this year, but then again, none of them were going back to her Tower either. If she stayed at Hogwarts she would still have the Professors...

Mother convinced her that it was best to go home. The Corona Guards were there to protect her in particular. If she stayed at Hogwarts they would have to stay as well. If she went home, they would get to spend Christmas with their families.

So she would spend another Christmas in her Tower with only Mother Gothel to comfort her. If her plan to learn how to be a princess worked then maybe next year she would get to spend Christmas break with her real parents.

Another benefit to spending break in her Tower was the train ride. Gothel preferred to use Floo Powder from Hogsmeade to get to the Tower, leaving Rapunzel free to spend time with her friends.

As they exited the school the Captain of the Guard approached on his horse Maximus. Rapunzel felt in the pocket of her cloak for Pascal. He was transfigured into a frog now. She was planning to change him back on the train.

Maximus sniffed the lot of them. Rapunzel held out Pascal so he could say goodbye to the horse. They did seem to exchange words, though Rapunzel couldn't tell what they were saying.

"Happy Holidays, My Lady," the Guard said. "I hope you have a wonderful vacation. If you need anything, just send an owl. My troops and I are at the ready, and Max here, he's the best tracker in the kingdom. He can find anyone, no matter the distance. Smartest horse I've ever met."

Maximus adjusted himself to look more regal. Rapunzel giggled.

"I hope you have a good vacation, too," Rapunzel said, holding out her hand. The horse lifted his hoof and shook her hand, as did the Captain of the Guard.

"Remember, My Lady, we are at your beck and call. Anything at all and we'll come running. You have my word."

"Thank you, but it won't be necessary. I have everything I need in my Tower. I'll see you in a few weeks." Rapunzel walked off as the horse and guard bowed.

"Again. Other princess right here," Merida said as she walked past the guard. Despite her complaining, she did toss Maximus an apple as they passed. The horse happily gobbled it up.

"And I thought you hated being a princess," Hiccup jested.

"What's the point of putting up with all these rules and regulations if I don't even get recognized for it?" Merida complained. "All this stress for nothing!"

"If it's so stressful, why don't you just tell your mother," Rapunzel suggested innocently.

"Oh, like I've seen you telling your mother when you're stressed? Mothers don't listen. Or worse, they'll listen to the wrong parts. I tell Mum I'm struggling to balance her lessons and Hogwarts, what if she makes me leave? She already suggested that once. I can't risk bringing it up again."

They quieted as they walked. Rapunzel mulled over Merida words. It was true. Whenever she has mentioned to mother that she was feeling a little behind or stressed, Mother was quick to suggest that the world was too dangerous, and Rapunzel should return to the Tower in the Glen.

They boarded the Hogwarts Express and set off towards London. Rapunzel watched out the window as Hogsmeade got smaller and smaller until it was completely gone.

"Excited for home?" Hiccup asked. Rapunzel nodded.

"Ach, don't remind me," Merida said as she slouched.

"What's the matter? You're always so busy with school work," Jack said, "break will be good. Everyone should get out of school when it's snowy outside."

"Tell that ta me Mum," Merida said, "She never lets me do anything. It doesn't matter that it's break."

"Now, now, it can't be all bad," Hiccup said. "I mean, she let you off when we were visiting this summer, right?"

"Aye, but then tripled it the rest of the time. It's driving me nuts. And that's while I've been at school. I'm almost dreading going back to Castle Dunbroch. She'll never let me play, it'll be like I'm a prisoner. I almost wish we didn't have break."

"You wanna talk about being a prisoner, just look at me. Pitch's done all but actually lock me-" Jack started, only for Merida to cut him off.

"It doesn't matter, it's not like you have any duties to worry about. Besides, you probably deserved whatever you got."

Jack didn't say anything in response. Instead he just looked out the window. Rapunzel turned to Hiccup, "So...are you doing anything special for Christmas-I mean, Snoggletog?"

"Snoggletog?" Merida snorted. "That's a dumb name."

"Why we chose such a stupid name I'll never know. But it is our annual holiday, and a high point in winter. Otherwise Berk is pretty bleak. It snows nine months of the year and hails the other three, we need something to look forward to."

"You don't like snow?" Jack ask quietly.

"Sure we do," Hiccup reassured him. "Snow's great. It's just we're a little sick of the cold. Especially during bitter winter, when Dragon fires start. It can be hard to put the fires out in time when the water's frozen. Plus if you get stranded outside during a blizzard...well you might as well have been carried off by a dragon. There's no hope."

Rapunzel shivered. She wanted to see Hiccup's home, but it sounded so scary. Dragons, Vikings, bitter cold. Even if Mother agreed to let her go, she wasn't sure she would make it.

"Why don't you leave if Berk is so inhospitable?" Rapunzel asked.

"We're vikings. We have stubbornness issues. Besides. It's home. No matter how dangerous."

Rapunzel felt her cloak moving. She reached in and pulled Pascal out, quickly transfiguring him back into a chameleon. He was getting used to the process. She made sure to let him be himself at least once a day, usually at night when they were alone.

Today, though, they weren't alone. He rejoiced in playing hide and seek with them. They would close their eyes, Pascal would move somewhere and change colors, then when they opened their eyes they would take turns trying to find him.

Rapunzel was the best, followed by Jack, who bragged he could win any game. Hiccup was also pretty good at it. He had an eye for detail. Merida was rather terrible. Despite her archer's eye, she wasn't very good at picking out hidden details, like a pattern breathing.

Before they knew it, the train was pulling up into London. Merida was taking Floo Powder from London to home, as was Rapunzel. Hiccup was being picked up by a Viking war ship. Jack refused to say how he was getting home. Rapunzel wanted to stay until he left, but Jack just walked out of the train station. She hoped he didn't have to walk the whole way. Vacation would be over before he got home...she thought. Come to think of it, she didn't know where he lived.

Reluctantly she turned to the fireplace and went back to her Tower. Gothel was waiting to brush out her hair. Rapunzel sighed. Back to the old days.

* * *

><p>Jack walked out of the London train station. As soon as he was out of sight he started limping. His feet really, really hurt. Even if the shoes weren't a few sizes too small they would have hurt. After being burned, the leather was tough and sharp. It peeled back and dug into his feet. Jack was very good at smiling and laughing. He never let anyone know how much pain he was in. It would ruin their fun.<p>

As soon as Jack was out of the populated area, he opened the bag he packed and pulled out his broom. He had cast a shrinking spell on it, to make it fit, but a quick wave of his wand and it grew to normal size.

As soon as he was in the air he felt better. No weight on his feet. The wind in his hair. He was one with the wind and sky. Up here he was free. And being free was something he hadn't felt in a long time.

Derek had made it his life's purpose to provoke Jack into using his powers and getting expelled. While at first Jack had listened to him in an effort to avoid further punishments, in the end he decided he'd rather be treated unfairly by Pitch, than be bullied by Derek.

Jack had hoped that Derek wouldn't keep picking on him if Jack ignored him. But it didn't work. While Jack wouldn't just obey Derek, he also couldn't fight back. He'd tried once, when Derek shoved him. All he'd done was shove Derek back.

Pitch not only hit Jack for that, but he also locked him in the office. It happened over the weekend, so Pitch kept him there for 24 hours straight. With the bars across the window, it really felt like a dungeon. Pitch hadn't even let him out to eat, though considering he'd lived through several harsh winters with food shortages in Burgess he was used to being hungry.

The first chance he got after that Jack went to the library. He didn't care that he'd probably get in trouble for being out of the Slytherin Dungeon. Jack went straight to Mr. Qwerty. He figured that the librarian would know exactly where the school charter was. He was right. Jack checked it out and returned to his dorm.

Pitch must not have noticed that Jack had slipped out, as Jack did not get in trouble, but that was the only good news about the trip to the library. The book was most unhelpful. Oh, it gave Jack the information he was looking for, alright. It just turned out that Pitch was acting within school rules.

The charter actually stated that students could be disciplined in any manner by any member of faculty. Deduction of house points, corporal punishment, starvation, confinement, taking them into the Forest. Even leaving students hanging by their wrists was allowed. Jack was rather glad Pitch had never used that. Being locked in a room was bad enough.

The book also said that in disputes between two or more students the Head of House was the ultimate authority. So even if Pitch was taking Derek's side because he was a pureblood, there was nothing Jack could do about it. He would just have to get used to it.

Jack was distracted from his thoughts as it started snowing. He smiled as he urged his broom into the clouds. He wove in and out of the falling snow. This, now, this was fun.

Jack kicked off his shoes, then dove to catch them. He kept throwing them and catching them flying in the wind. This made the journey home even more fun.

He didn't know how far or how long he'd flown when suddenly a dark shape flew past him. Jack nearly fell off his broom. He recognized it. It was one of those dark sandy horses from the Hogwarts forest.

When Jack had seen them last they'd been ground bound. He got away by flying. This one was in the air with him. Jack tightened his grip as the horse turned and charged at Jack.

He leaned forward, urging his broom faster. He headed down, towards the trees. Maybe he could lose it in the woods. Bad idea. The woods were dark and scary. The horse had no trouble navigating the narrow trees. Jack's only hope was to outrun it.

Jack tried to remember how they beat back the horses before. The first time Jack and Merida outran them. That was back when he'd thought they were ground bound.

Merida had also been able to dissolve them with plain old muggle arrows. Not that Jack had any of those. Then Rapunzel used her magic hair. The glow kept the horses away. Jack tried to think. Did he have anything that glowed?

Jack pulled his broom out of the trees. He glanced up. The sky was dark and clouded over. Jack got an idea. He pulled his broom up sharply. He was flying straight up, almost perpendicular to the earth. The horse was close behind. It opened it's jaws snapping at Jack. He kept the pressure on the broom. Just as it was about to catch him he broke through the clouds.

The sun was shining bright, reflecting off the tops of the clouds. The horse came up right after Jack...then turned back down. Jack's idea was right. It couldn't stand the light of the sun.

It was frigid up here, but Jack didn't mind. He sped off in what he hoped was the direction home. Luckily he lived to the west of London, so he would be able to stay in the sun. Jack really hoped he didn't come across another horse.

Once Jack had been flying for a good ten minutes his heart slowed down to a reasonable pace. That must have been a random encounter. There was nothing to fear. Even if the horse came back, all he had to do was make sure that he was close to a light source. Not hard. He'd just stay home. Mother always kept the fires lit. One of the advantages to living in the woods was a surplus of firewood.

Jack had almost put the horse out of his head by the time he reached Burgess. Just as he was about to touch down on the frozen lake right by his home, he heard a scream coming from the center of the town.

With one glance at his house, Jack turned and flew towards Town Square. In the center of the town stood six frightened children. A black sandy horse, possibly the one Jack had been attacked by, was circling the children. They were paralyzed with fear.

"Hey you!" Jack shouted at the horse. Fear for himself left the moment he saw the kids in danger. Jack swooped low on his broom and grabbed a handful of snow. He wound up and let it go at the horse.

The horse didn't dissolve, but one of the kids did laugh. The horse took a step back. Jack urged his broom forward. He was working off pure instinct. He crashed right into the horse. As his broom impaled it, Jack concentrated on ice.

The horse froze solid. Jack laughed and dismounted his broom. He glanced at the children to make sure they were okay. They were still huddled together.

"It's okay, I got it," Jack said. The children looked down.

"What's wrong?" Jack asked. He'd saved them. Why were they still upset? The kids didn't answer. Instead they ran back to their homes, all but one. Little Alice.

"Mummy's been having dreams. She said magic is scary...you're scary," she mumbled before running off. Jack used an exploding spell to blow up the horse before he dejectedly walked back home. This was just like in his nightmares.

He hoped his own family wasn't scared of him. He hated it when people were afraid. He was a bit alarmed when his sister didn't run out to greet him. Was she terrified too?

Jack came up to his door and paused. Should he just enter? It was still his home. But what if Emma and his mother weren't expecting him? What if they'd forgotten all about him, as they did in one of his nightmares.

Before Jack could make up his mind the door opened. He mother embraced him in the warmest hug he could remember.

"I missed you," Jack whispered.

"Me too," she said. After a full minute she finally let him go. Jack looked into his mother's face. Her eyes were red.

"Mom? Is everything okay?"

"Yes," she said wiping a tear away. Obviously she was lying. She wasn't alright. Jack glanced around the room. It was still.

"Where's Emma?" Jack asked. His mother didn't answer. Instead she bowed her head and cried a little.

"Mom...where is she? Where's my sister?"

"Oh, Jack," she let out a full sob, "remember, she was ill when you left-"

"Don't tell me she's dead!"

"No, no," his mother said quickly, "but she hasn't gotten better. Sh-she's weak, Jack. Very weak."

"Where is she?" Jack demanded. "I want to see her."

"I couldn't care for her here. She was too sick. The house is drafty and we don't have enough blankets-"

"Where is she?!" Jack said impatiently.

"With the Pastor and his wife," Jack's mother finally said. Jack turned and started the walk back to the village but his mother grabbed his hand, "You can't go."

"What? Why not?"

"The Pastor and the doctor. Neither of them knows what's wrong with Emma. Since she's the only one who has this...they speculated that it was because you're a wizard."

"But-"

"I don't believe it. But that's why the Pastor took her. He said it would be bad for her to remain in a magic house if magic was the cause of her illness."

"The Pastor is my friend. He taught me how to read. He read my letters to you. He writes your letters to me. Why would he-"

"He doesn't understand this sickness. When people don't understand something, they very quickly jump to fear. It's human nature. The Pastor likes you fine. But as long as she has a strange sickness, he's going to associate it with the other strange things happening in town. Like Burgess's only wizard. Don't fight it, it will only make them mistrust you more. In the morning I'll talk to him. You should come in, you look like you're freezing...and what happened to your shoes?! Come in before you get frostbite."

* * *

><p>Hiccup spent the first day of break helping Gobber in the forge. Apparently they'd had a dragon raid last night. Hiccup wasn't surprised. Gobber enlisted him to help replace all the weapons that had been destroyed.<p>

The other kids got to spend their first day back practicing with the weapons in case there was another dragon attack. They were showing off moves they learned in Professor North's weapons class at Durmstrang to impress their parents.

Hogwarts didn't offer a weapons class. Hiccup had mixed feelings about it. On one hand, he really wanted to learn how to handle weapons like everybody else. He just wanted to fit in at home. On the other hand, if Hogwarts did offer weapons, there was no guarantee that Hiccup would be any good at it. It would just be another class for him to fail.

Hiccup finished heating the forge and Gobber dismissed him, "I'll take it from here. Why don't you go have fun?"

Hiccup took off his smock and left the forge. He wasn't sure what to do. He could go and try to hang out with the other teenagers. If they let him. Which he wasn't sure they would. It was worth a shot, he supposed.

Hiccup walked over to where the others were standing. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were in the middle of wrestling. Ruffnut had Tuffnut in a headlock.

Hiccup stood between Fishlegs and Astrid.

"What are they doing?" Hiccup asked.

"Just fighting," Fishlegs said. "They started out showing off the Grimhook's Grapple that Professor North showed us...but then Tuffnut called Ruffnut a girl and she tackled him."

"It's ridiculous," Astrid said. "They didn't even get the first move right."

"Oh yeah, why don't you and I try it?!" Snotlout demanded.

"Because it's crazy," Astrid said. "Professor North wasn't showing us that move so we could copy it. He even said that unless you're already an expert swordsman you're more likely to kill yourself than your opponent. I don't know about you, but I'm not eager to cut my own head off."

"I am!" Tuffnut said. Astrid rolled her eyes. Her sky blue eyes. Had they always been that blue, Hiccup wondered.

"Great, I'll go get the axe," Ruffnut said.

"Nobody is getting an axe," Hiccup intervened. "Seriously, do you two always have to act crazy?"

"Who put you in charge?" Snotlout asked. The others gave nods in agreement. The twins even chuckled. Hiccup decided it was pointless. He walked away, kicking rocks as he went.

Why would they suddenly like him? Even now that he wasn't a squib, his magic was still weak. Not to mention his stature. No, the only way they would ever accept him is if he killed a dragon.

Hiccup was passing the Great Hall, trying to decide whether to go home or to go back in the forge when he heard his father's voice.

Dad had been too busy with the dragon attack the night before to even notice that Hiccup had come home. Hiccup supposed that now was as good a time as any to greet him.

He slipped into the Great Hall and quietly approached his father. His dad was talking to Snotlout's father, Spitelout. Both of them were facing away from the door, and consequently Hiccup.

He was just about to interrupt them when he caught the tail end of what they'd been saying.

"-You can't deny it, Stoick. The boy's been a weakling since he was born," Spitelout said. Hiccup froze. They were talking about him. Suddenly interrupting didn't seem like such a good idea.

Hiccup ducked behind a column. No regular Viking would be able to fit behind it, but Hiccup was so thin it hid him from both men.

"I'm not sayin' yer wrong, Spitelout," Stoick consented, "but what does it have to do with anything?"

"You've seen him. He can't even lift a hammer. How is the boy supposed to defend us?"

"He's still growing."

"My Snotlout is the same age as Hiccup, and already he's bigger and stronger."

"Not everyone grows at the same rate. Besides, Hiccup has lots of Viking qualities besides size. He...well let me think...well he...no...I'm sure I can think of something."

"Face it, Stoick. No one in the Tribe wants a runt for chief. Hiccup isn't fit to be your heir. It should be Snotlout."

"Maybe you're right...But I'm-"

Hiccup didn't hear whatever his father said next. He ran out of the Great Hall, straight to Gobber's forge. So his fears were true. His father did prefer Snotlout. Well, so be it. Hiccup didn't have to be a leader. In fact, the more he thought about it, the scarier it sounded. Who'd want to be a leader anyway? He could be perfectly content to just invent things. If he killed a dragon like a Nadder or a Gronkle...maybe he'd be accepted into the tribe. That would be enough. He might even get a girlfriend out of it.

Hiccup walked straight past Gobber to the drawing table. He'd brought the drawing he's been working on at Hogwarts home with him. Hiccup still needed to refine it, but he might as well start working on it with access to the forge.

Who knew? Maybe the weapon could help him kill a dragon.

* * *

><p>Merida collapsed on her bed after a long day of lessons. She'd been right. Mum wasn't going to cut her any slack due to the holidays. In fact, that made it worse. Mum said that as a princess she must maintain a presence for all the boring peasant festivals.<p>

Merida wouldn't have minded if she was actually allowed to play the games and have fun. But Mum insisted that her place was sitting on the throne watching everyone else dance and laugh and play.

Even on Christmas Day, Mum woke Merida at an impossibly early hour.

"A princess rises early," Mum said as she drew back the curtains, making the harsh light fall on Merida.

"Rapunzel never has to get up early," Merida grumbled as she rubbed the sleep out of her eyes.

"Yes, well, your friend is never in the public eye. You are. Besides. They have different traditions in her kingdom. But in the Dunbroch Clan, princesses rise early. We'll show that woman..." Elinor started to mutter.

Merida kicked the covers off as she stretched out. She quickly got dressed, dreading the next lecture. Sure enough, her Mum criticized her outfit and unruly hair. Merida just rolled her eyes and grabbed an apple.

In the morning she had to sit in court as their subjects came before them. Merida slouched as the people droned on. She wished she could be doing anything other than this.

Once the morning court was over everyone left the throne room save Merida and Elinor. Merida had to recite poetry as her Mum walked around occasionally yelling at her to speak up, or enunciate.

And it wasn't as though she got to say anything important, just some dumb poem. If she must practice diction, why couldn't she do it by reciting spells...or anything fun.

At one point in the lesson, Merida actually Mumbled, "This is all for naught."

Only to be quickly scolded, "I heard that!"

After a few torturous hours they went to one of the smaller rooms, where her Mum tried to teach Merida about the kingdom's history. Merida kept her eyes on the window. It was snowing. Why couldn't lessons be canceled when it snowed? She would have to talk to Jack about that.

After that it was a music lesson. Merida supposed she might have actually enjoyed it if Mum hadn't picked the most boring song ever to learn. Then her Mum criticized her for not being enthusiastic about it.

The falconry lesson that followed was fun. It was one her Dad insisted on. Which meant Merida loved it. Why couldn't her father be in charge of her lesson plan?

Unfortunately, falconry was the only thing her father helped with. Once it was over, back to boring lessons with Mum.

They headed down to the kitchen. The cooks were preparing the Christmas feast.

"Why are we here?" Merida asked.

"While a princess doesn't have to prepare the food, it is wise to be knowledgeable about how the kitchen works. And anyway, it's important to visit your servants. A Princess is compassionate."

Merida was distracted as one of the servants cut off a chicken's head. Merida gulped and backed up a little. The servant carried on as though it was nothing unusual. Not that she had a problem eating chicken...but it was kinda gross to know where it came from. Queen Elinor started explaining what everyone was doing. This time Merida was glad for the distraction.

By the time of the actual feast, Merida had moved on from her lessons. She was ready to forget everything and join the party. Except that wasn't part of Elinor's plan.

While all the others were dancing Merida had to sit with her family on the dais. Merida leaned on the arm rest. Her mother gave her a stern look, but Merida didn't care. She was tired of always having to do what her Mum wanted.

It wasn't like her Mum even gave her points for trying. Queen Elinor only ever pointed out what Merida was doing wrong. She never noticed when Merida did things right. Merida couldn't ever remember her Mum saying one nice thing to her. Her Mum insisted on everything being perfect. And Merida just wasn't.

As Merida watched all the happy servants she tapped her foot. She glanced towards the banquet table, wondering how long before she could eat. Not that Mum would let her eat in peace.

Merida noticed her brothers coming out from a trap door under the table. She wished Jack had taught her how to find all the secret passages of Castle Dunbroch. She'd love to escape all these duties and responsibilities.

Maybe when she got back to Hogwarts she would ask him. Not that she wanted anything else she had to learn, but if it could help her escape her Mum, it was worth it.

* * *

><p>Jack Frost knelt at his sister's side. His mother had worked hard to get the Pastor to let him visit. The Pastor was still being cautious. He insisted on staying in the room with Jack.<p>

His mother hadn't been exaggerating. Emma really was sick. She was so much paler than usual. She was so still, lying on a mat beside the fire, wrapped up in a wool blanket.

When Jack entered, she did perk up a little.

"Jack!" she said. Weakly she tried to push off her covers. Jack came over before she could. He helped her to sit up, but made sure she was still covered.

"I'm," she coughed, "I'm glad you came back. I thought you wouldn't."

"Why wouldn't I come back?" Jack asked. Emma glanced at the Pastor before answering.

"I have nightmares. I dreamed you were dead...it scared me."

"I'm okay. Anyway, you're going to be okay. Right? You can fight this. You have to."

Emma nodded. Jack smiled. She smiled back.

"Hey! I know what...why don't we play a game?" Jack walked over to the fireplace and pulled two sticks of kindling that hadn't caught fire yet.

"Guess what animal I am?" Jack prompted. He held the twigs over his ears and spread his feet out wide. Emma laughed. She guessed he was a moose. They played like that for the rest of the afternoon. By the time the sun went down, she looked a lot better.

Jack was having so much fun he hardly noticed the hours pass, but eventually the Pastor did interrupt them.

"Jack, I think it's time you went home. Your mother is probably expecting you."

"I want Jack to stay," Emma said.

"Now Emma, you know we only have room for you here. It's almost dinner. Your mother probably has a nice meal waiting for your brother. It would be a shame to let it go to waste."

"But-"

"Nah, he's right," Jack said. "I know! Get better, then you can come home with me."

Emma nodded. Jack gave her a warm smile as the Pastor ushered him out. As Jack adjusted his cloak before stepping out into the cold, snowy town, he felt the Pastor eyeing him.

"Thanks for taking such good care of her," Jack said, "and for letting me come visit."

"Yes, well. Your sister and mother had more to do with that than I. Emma said if we didn't let you come she would walk home. I can't let her out in this snow."

"I don't understand. Why don't you want me to be with her? You've known me since I was born. You know I wouldn't do this."

"Wouldn't you? I've seen you make it snow in summer. Isn't it possible that Emma is ill because you've been making her cold too long?"

"But I haven't. I can control it. Most of the time. Besides, she's my sister. She might have the same ice magic that I have."

"She doesn't. Even if it weren't for your father- never mind. It's time for you to go home."

Jack reluctantly left his sister and walked home, wondering what the Pastor had been about to say.

First the Slytherins demanded he learn of his father, then Sandman and Mother Nature suggested it. Now the Pastor mentioned him. Jack thought of his boggart. He was afraid of knowing about his dad. But something told him he had to. If the Pastor was right, and this did have to do with his ice powers...maybe his dad would know how to undo it. He couldn't, and wouldn't let fear control him.

Jack opened the door to his house. His mom was sitting by the fire mending the Pastor's clothes. That was all she ever did now. Either the Pastor's or the doctor's. She had to in order to pay for Emma's care.

Jack sat down next to her. His mother smiled but kept working.

"How is Emma?"

"Better, I think." Jack looked at the fire, "Mom, the Pastor said something. Something about Dad."

At this, his mother did stop her work.

"What did he tell you?"

"Not much. He cut himself off, like he wasn't supposed to tell me."

"He wasn't. He promised me he would keep it a secret."

"What is it? Was my dad a wizard?"

"I still don't know. But I suppose you are old enough to hear the real story. What do you remember about your father?"

"Not much. I remember he hated when I played pranks...but it never stopped me. Then he left. I'm not even sure I remember what he looked like, or what his name was."

"It was John. But the man you're remembering, he was my husband. He is not your father."

"What?" The room went quiet so fast, it was as though even the wind had stopped to listen.

"It was 14 years ago, the end of March. Easter was right around the corner. Spring had just come...and then out of nowhere there came a freak blizzard. A strange man came to our house. He claimed he was a traveler, caught in the storm. He had hair as white as the snow, and pale skin to match, and piercing blue eyes. A mischievous smile, like yours. He looked like he was freezing. I let him in to warm up. He was so sweet, asking me about myself and what I liked. I'd never been alone with a man before. I fell in love. We stayed up late into the night. Eventually I fell asleep. When I woke up, the snowstorm was over, and he was gone. A few weeks later I knew you were on the way. I panicked and went straight to the Pastor. He was the only one who knew. John, a local, was looking to marry. The Pastor set us up. We were married within the week. Only the Pastor knew about my previous relationship, though I suspect John had his suspicions. Especially when you started to do magic."

"I didn't start until I was eleven. Dad, or John, whatever, left when I was seven."

"You've always been able to do magic, Jack. You just couldn't see it. That was why John hated your pranks so much. You used magic to get out of trouble. I'm sure you just thought you were running fast, or jumping high, but anyone could see that you actually disappeared and reappeared in a different spot. And you did make it cold a few times when you were really little."

His mother laughed, "I remember, the first time we tried to give you a bath you froze the tub solid. John was mortified. I think he feared magic."

"Why did he leave?" Jack asked. "I mean, both of them. I had the chance at two dads, and they both abandoned us."

"Jokul, your real father...I suspect he was just a free spirit. He was only with me that one night. He was a wanderer. I don't suppose he ever intended to settle down. As for John...well...John and I were friends. But we didn't love each other. He spent a lot of time away from home, out chopping wood, or doing work around town.

"Then, that one night...he came home angry. As I said, I suspect he knew you weren't his. I think he'd been drinking that day. He accused me of ... what I was guilty of. And I confessed. Then he hit me. It was the first time he ever did it. And it didn't sit well with you. You jumped up and hit him back. I guess you used some magic to do it, because he flew straight out the door. You'd never think a seven year old could do that. You passed out right after. John left that night. When you woke up you just started playing, you didn't remember what had happened. I saw no point in telling you. I kept waiting for John to come back, but he never did."

"So it was my fault he left you. I used magic..."

"No, no Jack. Don't blame yourself. It was my fault. I should have been honest with him right from the start. I shouldn't have lied to him about you. I was just afraid...I was afraid of raising you alone...I was afraid of what would happen if you grew up without a father. In the end I lost him anyway. Neither you nor Emma ever knew your real fathers. I'm so sorry Jack."

His mother broke down in tears. Jack leaned over and hugged her.

"It's okay, Mom. I don't care. He shouldn't have left. Neither of them should have left. You're the best mom ever."

"I highly doubt that that is true," his mother said, wiping away her tears.

"Sure it is. Look at my friends' moms. Merida's mom is driving her crazy with extra work. Rapunzel's mom sent her away to be locked in a Tower. Hiccup...Hiccup never talks about his mom. I sort of assumed she's dead. But you, you don't try to control me. You let me play. And you worked extra hard to help me go to school. And you did it all on your own."

His mother got up and went over to a chest. She rummaged in it for quite a while before pulling something out. She came over and handed the object to Jack.

"Jokul left this with me," She said, "I've thought about getting rid of it so many times, but it was so small, I just never got around to it. Now that you know the truth, I think you should have it."

Jack examined the object. It was a small piece of string, and tied in the center was a crystal clear jagged triangle, an icicle. It was a very distinctive icicle. The crystal had a swirly, fern like pattern on it, just like Jack's ice.

The fire crackled. Jack's mother smiled weakly and went back to her sewing. Jack tied the string around his neck and got up to get more firewood. Outside, he thought of what he had learned.

His father probably was a wizard. Maybe even one with ice powers, considering he'd arrived during a freak snowstorm and left an icicle charm. Jack wasn't sure how he felt. Would his father have stayed with his mother if he'd known he had a son? Did Jack even want that? He didn't know. But one thing was for certain. If Jack's ice powers were behind Emma's illness, his father might know about them. He might be able to give Jack some insights so nothing like this ever happened again. And maybe, just maybe, once he knew Jack he would want to come home. He would want to give Jack and his sister a good family.

Hiccup, Merida and Rapunzel were all busy preparing to take over from their parents. Jack could use this time to quest for his.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Question answering time!**

**Bigfan: I didn't like BoO that much, not enough Percy and Annabeth, though I liked Nico and Leo (HoH is my favorite). When I started writing, I wanted to avoid OC's entirely, but that left Hogwarts pretty empty, most of the children seen in the Big Four movies are too young or too old to go to Hogwarts, so I had to come up with some OC's. Still, before I write an OC, I try to see if I can find anyone in canon to put in first.**


	14. Frame Up, Cheer Up

By the time break was over, Rapunzel was exhausted. Between her secret lessons, secret chameleon, using her hair to keep Gothel young, and of course her regular work, she was ready to collapse.

Her real parents had sent her an artist's pallet for Christmas, which confused her slightly. Wasn't one of Merida's rules: no doodling? Did this mean Gothel was right and her parents really didn't want her to be a princess? Or was painting different from doodling? She was sure she was overthinking it. But then Gothel would say something that made Rapunzel start worrying all over again. Much as she loved Gothel, she was glad to get away from her sometimes.

The first class after break was Divination. Rapunzel wasn't sure if she liked Divination. When she looked into the crystal ball, all she saw was fog. She did like the cozy atmosphere, though. All the bright colors and warm climate reminded her of home.

Merida was already sitting in one of the fluffy pink chairs that clashed with her red hair. Rapunzel sat down next to her.

"How was your break?" Rapunzel asked. She'd been running late on the last day of break, so Gothel made her take Floo Powder to Hogsmeade instead of the Hogwarts Express like everyone else.

"Horrible," Merida said. "I never thought I'd say it, but I'm glad to be back in school. At least I have a little freedom here."

"I know what you mean," Rapunzel said. "When I'm in my tower it sometimes feels like a prison."

"Oh yeah? Well at least you don't have to do anything. You're always free to be yourself. My mum's trying to turn me into... well, into her."

"How awful," Rapunzel said sincerely. Much as she wanted her parents to train her the way Merida's mum was, she didn't think she would like having to become them...especially as she didn't know what they were like.

Malika announced that they would be continuing their work on crystal balls. Rapunzel leaned forward to look into hers.

"What do you see, Merida?" Rapunzel asked.

"Fog. Lots and lots of Fog."

"Can't you make anything out?" Rapunzel asked. All she could see was fog as well.

"Wait. That blob there...it looks vaguely like me mum," Merida said pointing to a dark spot.

"Very good," Malika said, bringing Vigor the Visionary around. "Vigor says you are correct. It is your mother. What else do you see?"

"Nothing... aside from my reflection."

"Ah, that is part of the crystal that is often overlooked. But your reflection could be part of the message. One interpretation is that your fate is tied to your mother's."

Merida sighed, "Like I didn't already know that."

Vigor shrugged and moved on to Rapunzel's crystal ball. Malika spoke for him.

"What do you see, child?"

Rapunzel looked into her ball. As she gazed, the fog did seem to be taking on a shape...she recognized the sun. Not just any sun...this was the crest of her kingdom. Next to it was a different symbol. Rapunzel had never seen the other symbol before. It looked vaguely like a G, or like the curve of Jack's broom.

"I...I see a symbol. A crest, maybe? But I don't know what it means."

"Hm, Vigor sees it, too...perhaps it is a symbol that will be in your future. Keep your eyes open, when the time is right you will know what this vision means."

After the lesson Rapunzel had to run down to Potions...an almost impossible feat considering the classes were more than seven stories apart. Nevertheless she did make it in time. She took her usual seat next to Jack.

"Hi, have a good break?" Rapunzel asked.

"I guess," Jack mumbled. He seemed distracted. Rapunzel turned to pay attention as Professor Pitch explained various poisons and all the ways they can kill people. He made everything sound so frightening.

When the lecture was over Rapunzel glanced at Jack. His gaze was distant...like he hadn't been paying attention and wasn't aware class was over.

"Are you okay?" Rapunzel prompted. She had next period free, as she wasn't taking Muggle Studies, so she was in no rush to leave the dungeon.

"I..." Jack started.

"Is everything alright?" Professor Pitch asked, seemingly appearing out of the shadows, making both students jump. Jack clammed up immediately.

"Everything is fine," Jack said stiffly. "Excuse me Rapunzel, I have a class to get to,"

He gathered his books and darted away. Rapunzel started to follow him, but Professor Black blocked her path.

"Now, my dear, I wouldn't waste my time on him if I were you."

"What... What do you mean?"

"The boy is a born troublemaker. I cannot count the number of times he has wound up in my detentions. No matter how hard I try to correct him, it never seems to stick."

"So what? He's my friend," Rapunzel answered, unsure of why Pitch was stopping her.

"The boy will cause trouble for you, my dear. Already he has betrayed you."

"What?"

"Your hair," Black whispered. Rapunzel froze. Jack wouldn't tell...would he?

"No...you're wrong."

"I was in the Slytherin Dungeon myself when he said it, or rather tried to. He was bragging that he could never be hurt because he had a friend with magic hair. At first I assumed he was lying, so I took him to my office. He told me all about your magic hair that glows when you sing. Luckily, my timing prevented him from actually telling any of the others about you, however it is only a matter of time before he does. I won't always be around to stop him. You would do well to stay close to your mother. If Jack tells anyone about your hair, she's the only one who will be able to protect you."

Pitch took a step back, his dark clothes blending into the shadows, until all she saw was a pair of glowing yellow eyes. Rapunzel blinked and they, too, were gone. Slowly she walked from the dungeon to the infirmary. Jack...he wouldn't sell her out so easily. Pitch had to have misunderstood. But then...Jack did betray her to Gothel last year...but that was an accident...and an emergency. He wouldn't have told his Slytherin friends...but how else did Pitch know about her hair if not for Jack.

Rapunzel was still in shock when she reached Mother Gothel's room in the infirmary. Gothel was waiting with open arms.

"My dear, what's wrong?" Gothel asked. Rapunzel hugged her mother and cried on her shoulder.

"Jack...Jack betrayed me."

"I did try to warn you Rapunzel. The world is full of selfish, dangerous, cruel people, who take and take and take. Come back to the tower. Let me shield you from the world."

"No... If I ever want to be with my parents I have to learn to fight this. I'm not going to give up on the world yet..." Rapunzel said wiping away her tears, "I'll...I'll talk with Jack. Maybe this was all a mistake."

"NO! Remember in the beginning of the year? You got that reading in Divination about a false friend. Now we know for sure who it was talking about."

"Maybe...I really didn't think Jack was like this."

"Oh, my pet, of course you didn't. Why would you be able to think of this? You aren't that smart. Come now, I'll make you some tea. And why don't you sleep here tonight. Mummy will protect you."

"Okay," Rapunzel wiped away the last of her tears and gave a weak smile. She was lucky to have her mother at school with her. She didn't know what she'd do if she were all alone.

* * *

><p>Hiccup tapped his stick of charcoal against the paper in the empty classroom. Now that he knew he had almost zero chance of becoming Chief...well, he didn't know what to do. All that time he spent trying to learn it on his own wasted.<p>

Merida was in the chair next to him, studying all the things her mother insisted she learn. Hiccup glanced at her newest project, learning stitchery. Merida kept pricking her finger. Well, pricking might be too delicate a term. Merida was sticking her needle into the fabric too fast and not in a very careful manner. She kept jabbing her finger. If she kept it up, the white cloth she was trying to sew would be red from her blood.

"OW! Why is this so hard?" Merida said after a particularly bad stab. Hiccup walked over to her and took her hand.

"Like this," he said as he slowly guided her hand and needle to the proper area. As soon as the tip entered he pulled on her fingers, "Now let go and move your hand to the other side."

Merida did as he said, Hiccup kept his hand on hers guiding her pace. Before they knew it she had finished the first letter of her sampler.

"I did it!" Merida exclaimed. "Where did you learn to sew?"

"I work at the Blacksmith Stall. While we mostly work with metal, we make a lot of other tools for Berk. When I was small, well, smaller, Gobber didn't trust me to work the forge, so he gave me a lot of the leather work. There are a few other artists in town who make the tapestries and artwork when they aren't busy fighting dragons, but most of the practical sewing was done by either me or Gobber."

"Now, see, if I could be making something useful maybe I'd be better at it."

"This could be useful."

"It's just a sampler."

"You do like to doodle, don't you?"

"Aye, but Mum won't let me."

"But you're allowed to sew. You can make the same kind of artwork in your stitchery."

"Tha' would take forever! And anyway, I only doodle when I'm bored. And this stitching is booorrrring. It's not like it's ever going to be useful either."

"You never know...maybe someday you'll need to repair something."

"Yeah, right. Like sewing any kind of tapestry is ever going to be important. I-"

Merida was interrupted as the door opened and Rapunzel came in. She looked upset.

"What's wrong?" Hiccup asked, stepping away from Merida.

"It's...It's Jack," Rapunzel said, on the verge of tears.

"What about him?" Merida asked.

"He...he told Pitch about my hair."

"What?" The other two exclaimed. Hiccup continued, "That can't be right. Jack wouldn't."

"Tha' scalawag would. He's a Slytherin. They're rotten to the core. "

"I didn't want to believe Jack did...but how else did Pitch know?" Rapunzel whispered.

"Maybe he guessed," Hiccup tried.

"He was too specific when he told me yesterday. He knew it glowed, and that it healed. Only you three and mother know that. And Pitch said he caught Jack telling about me."

"Next time I see Jack, I'll give 'im a black eye to match his black heart-"

"HOLD IT," Hiccup shouted. "You can't deck Jack. I don't think he did it."

"Then how did tha' Professor know?" Merida demanded.

Hiccup thought for a moment, "Rapunzel...what are you most afraid of? What was your boggart?"

"What does that have to do with anythin'," Merida demanded.

"Humor me."

"It...it was a man cutting my hair," Rapunzel confesses, twirling a lock of hair.

"Why are you afraid of that?" Hiccup questioned.

Rapunzel brushed back her hair, revealing a very short lock of brown hair, "Once it's cut, it turns brown and loses its power."

"Jack told me that there are rumors that Pitch Black is part Boggart. I don't know if the rumors are true or not, but if they are...If he has the power to know what you are afraid of, it would explain how he knew about your hair without Jack telling."

"But he wouldn't know it glowed. And why would he frame Jack?" Merida asked.

"I don't know. Why would anyone frame Jack? But we know he was being framed for the disappearances last year. If Pitch was behind that..."

"Do you really think that?" Rapunzel said stroking her hair.

"I don't know for sure. But I trust Jack more than...well, anyone here. Jack is my best friend."

Rapunzel didn't say anything, but kept running her fingers through her hair. Merida took the opportunity to stop working and start bashing Slytherins. Hiccup stopped listening.

He had almost forgotten all the suspicious things that had happened last year. Somehow, turning the problem over to Sandman seemed to end the problem. But the culprit never was caught.

The door to being chief might be closed, but now Hiccup knew what he should focus on. He needed to figure out what was going on with Pitch Black.

* * *

><p>Merida slouched as Charms began. Jack was sitting next to her. She hadn't gone through with her threat to punch him, but she was trying to give him a cold shoulder. She wasn't sure it was working, Jack so far hadn't noticed that she was ignoring him. In fact, she might go so far as to say he was ignoring her.<p>

Well, if he was going to play that game, she could play it right back. Merida pulled out a book she was supposed to be reading on fate. It was full of marriage customs. Honestly, she had no idea why her mother would want her to read it. It wasn't like it was important, she hoped.

Her mind went back to that first Divination lesson. Her tea had prophesied a marriage...but that couldn't mean anything. After all, she barely knew any boys, just a few Gryffindors and then Jack and Hiccup. And she certainly wasn't going to marry any of them. So that meant if the fortune was correct, it would be someone she'd yet to meet. Yeah right, who would marry a man they just met?

Still, the fact that it was in her future worried her. She started doodling in her book, not paying attention as Jacob Grimm gave the lecture.

Jack suddenly elbowed her. Merida looked up, forgetting she was trying to ignore him. Nice to see the scalawag wasn't completely ignoring her. Then she noticed the professor. He was glaring at her. Merida set her quill down. The professor nodded and resumed his lecture which was on a new charm they were supposed to be learning, the Cheering Charm.

After practicing the wand movement and the incantation, Professor Grimm instructed them to break up into pairs to practice.

While Merida wanted to ignore Jack, the other Gryffindors were already in pairs, and Merida wouldn't be with any Slytherin other than Jack. Reluctantly he turned to her. He didn't look very happy. She hadn't noticed before. While he always looked a bit disheveled, today he looked miserable as well. Even his hair seemed different...was that a streak of grey in it?

Merida figured, maybe he was just putting on a show, to see if the Cheering Charm worked. She went first, trying to cast the charm on Jack. He kind of smiled at her attempt, but didn't seem too cheered up. In fact, she might go as far to say that he was more cheered by seeing her fail, than by the charm.

"Fine, you have a go at it then," Merida commanded. Jack took the cue and pulled out his wand.

He did the wand movement and incantation flawlessly, and in an instant, Merida was happy. Who cared about fate or marriage. She was having fun. Merida started laughing, completely disregarding all of her Mum's stupid rules.

Jack started laughing too. Professor Grimm came over to the pair.

"Excellent, Excellent!" he said, looking at Merida. "Jack you have a real knack for this one."

"Thanks," Jack mumbled, looking at his feet.

"Merida, I want you to try the spell, exactly the way Jack did it," the professor instructed. Merida nodded and trying it, Jack smiled a little, but it didn't seem to make him as happy as it had made her.

Merida looked at the other groups. They were more on Merida's level, only mildly cheering up the other students. Jack smirked at Merida and turned his wand on one of her friends. Instantly, Todd was laughing and having fun. Jack moved onto another student. Soon the whole room was having fun. Jack even hit the professor with the charm.

As class came to an end, Merida left with Jack. He was smiling and laughing again.

"So...did my charm ever work on you?" she asked as they walked to their next class.

"Maybe. I guess I felt something. But it was nothing compared to joy I felt when everyone else was happy."

"You like to make people happy?"

"Of course. What's the point of living if you aren't having fun? I want everyone to have fun."

"Then...why did you do it?"

"Do what?"

"You know what I'm talking about, and don't pretend you don't!" Merida yelled, the charm was wearing off, she was starting to worry about her fate again.

"Look, I gotta go...," Jack said looking at the clock. "I have a class to get to..."

Jack ran off, leaving Merida alone. She had DADA next, so slowly she made her way towards that class. It wasn't that hard to get to this class from that room. Would it have killed him to walk with her? He must have just been trying to avoid their discussion.

Well, if he wouldn't admit it, she wouldn't bring it up again. Nor any other subject. She had too much work to do anyway. Why should she care about stupid Jack Frost? She had too many problems without him. The charm seemed to have completely worn off now, she was back to thinking of her fate. She had felt so free during the class. The only way she would feel that again would be if she could change her fate.

* * *

><p>Jack sat quietly in History, not paying attention to Professor Toothiana's lecture. He had tried to give Merida some encouragement by saying her charm had worked, but the truth was, she didn't really cheer him up at all.<p>

Ever since he got back from break, his mind had been filled with turmoil. Not only was he now constantly worried about Emma, but his roommates had only gotten nastier. Jack had stopped obeying Derek. He tried it at first, in an effort to get the boy to lessen his bullying, but being his lackey wasn't worth it. Then this morning, Jack woke up to find his hair was turning white. He wondered if it was from the stress, or some new power. Like he needed a reminder he was different from everyone.

When Merida had asked Jack why he'd done it, he honestly had no clue what she meant. As far as he was concerned, he hadn't done anything, well, anything other than freezing the Slytherin dungeon, but he hardly thought that was what she meant. Maybe it was, though?

She had asked him that right after he admitted he liked people to be happy. Maybe she meant how could he scare an entire house? He still felt really guilty about it. Even if they were being jerks to him, no one should be scared of the snow.

Maybe that was why Jack had performed the Cheering Charm on everyone. He had hesitated when he got to Derek, but really, much as he hated the kid, he just couldn't stand the thought of anyone, even a bully, being left out. And he wanted to make up for scaring them. Making them have fun was as good a make up as he could manage.

Jack's ears perked up when Professor Toothiana mentioned that there was a strange ice forest near the kingdom or Arendelle...he wondered if maybe that was where his powers came from. He had gotten an owl from Professor Pitchiner that morning, instructing him that his first lesson was to be that Saturday. Hopefully she could help him control his powers, so he would never have to worry about having to make up for an ice accident again.

If he mastered his ice powers quickly, well, maybe he could turn all his attention to finding his dad. His dad could teach him anything Mother Nature could not. Maybe his dad would even be someone prestigious, someone who no one could bully. Someone who would fit in with the King and Queen of Corona, and of Scotland. Then nobody could say Jack was just using his friends, and nobody could touch him.

Jack knew it was all just wishful thinking. His dad might not even be a wizard. But Jack couldn't help the spark of hope he had. Hope that his dad would make everything better, and Jack would have a complete family.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: David Gale: You're right on all comments.**

**For those of you getting sick of Jack angst, I promise this does get a happy ending. Just bear with it a few more chapters, I think you'll like the end.**


	15. The Search Begins

Jack hesitated outside Greenhouse Three. It was time for his first lesson with Professor Pitchiner. The sun was shining brightly. It was a beautiful Saturday. The rest of Hogwarts had just left to go down to Hogsmeade.

Naturally, Jack was still under house arrest, so he couldn't go to Hogsmeade anyway. But Professor Pitchiner had pulled enough strings with Professor Black that he didn't have to spend the day in the Dungeon.

A light wind blew Jack's hair as he was about to open the door to the greenhouse. For one moment he considered just running away. Playing hooky. It would be so much fun on this winter day.

But then he thought of how terrified all the Slytherins looked. Sure they were mean to him. Sure they picked on him, made his life miserable. He didn't care. Even they deserved to have their fun. He didn't want anyone to fear him. Ever.

So, reluctantly, Jack entered the greenhouse. The professor was waiting.

"Welcome, Jack," she said calmly. "Have you had any more accidents?"

"No," Jack said.

"Good. Now, we're going to start simple today, but we need to be where no one will notice us. So into the woods it is."

"The woods?" Jack said warily, "I don't know. Aren't there monsters in the woods?"

Jack couldn't stop thinking of the black sand horses. True he'd just seen one or two close to home, but that was nothing compared to the herd of horses he encountered as a First Year. Not to mention all the times he woke up on the edge of the forest after blackouts last year.

"There are indeed many wild and dangerous animals living in the Black Forest, but as I am Mother Nature, they will not harm me."

Jack was still a little wary, after all, _he_ wasn't Mother Nature, but he didn't press it. He followed her out of the greenhouse to the forest. They didn't go too far in, the sky never disappeared from sight. Staying in the light Jack could almost imagine he was back in the Burgess, just a few feet from his cottage.

"Alright, let's start with the simplest," Professor Pitchiner waved her arms and the small clearing they were in melted into spring. She explained, "So we can easily see what you are doing. Now, show me what you can do, and start small."

Jack touched the bright green leaves of a plant and made his swirly frost spread out all over them. Jack looked at the professor, she nodded for him to go on. He concentrated and made a snowflake. Blowing it into the air it split into several flakes, starting a small flurry. Getting into the mood Jack summoned a snowball into his hand.

"Hm," Professor Pitchiner said. "You have better control than I first imagined. Is it always like this?"

"I don't have trouble when I want to make something. The problem is that when I get upset I can't control my power."

"Ah, so the problem is more emotional control than power control."

"Yeah. Can you help me with that?"

"Perhaps," the professor said, "though even I have difficulty controlling my emotions."

"But you can control weather, too. You've never made a freak snowstorm indoors."

"Who says I haven't? Okay, I haven't. But that's because I can Apparate. If I sense a storm coming within myself and wish to protect the place I am, I can leave."

"What if you can't leave, like in the middle of a class?"

"Herbology is hardly an emotional field. Anything I may feel is small enough that no one will notice. At worst I will bring a small storm to the school. I have enough control that any storm I conjure will only affect the outside of the school."

"Can you teach me that, then? So I don't freeze the inside again?"

"That part is all focus. When you get mad, or upset, you must think of the sky, and then project your anger into it. The room froze because you were thinking of the people who angered you, who were in that room, correct?"

"I guess. I don't know. It all happened so fast."

"Emotions do happen fast. Most elemental power is driven by emotion. Many of the others with similar powers choose to live in environments where their powers occur naturally, that way they can be sure their powers will not interfere with nature."

"Others? There are others like me?"

"Some. Not very many, at least human. I was referring to other creatures, like the Bewilderbeast and the Ice Elves. They live up north."

"Are you saying that the only way I can control my powers is to move away?"

"Not at all. That is simply a strategy many have used. As you may have noticed I don't use it. Partly because my powers enable me to thrive in many environments, but also because, for the most part, I can control myself."

"Great, so how can I control myself?"

"Unfortunately, emotional control is not something easily taught. I cannot simply give you a list of rules to memorize. Controlling your emotions is largely a willpower issue. I can give you a bit of advice. Spend some time introspecting. Out here especially. Think of things that make you angry. Think of things that make you sad, make you happy. Let your power be free to react to your emotions. Learn what it feels like when a storm is coming on. Learn what it feels like when you are about to lose control. And learn what you can think of to stop the storm."

Pitchiner waved her hands and the clearing turned back into winter. She started to walk away.

"Wait! What about the lessons?"

"I don't know what else to teach you. You know how to control yourself. Working on your emotions is largely an internal thing. Unless you have any more concerns, I do not think I will need to see you outside of class and your groundskeeping duties again. I will not tell Pitch what has transpired. You will be free to do as you please every Saturday. I encourage you to use this time for the introspecting we discussed."

The professor melted into the bushes as though she had never been there. Jack was left to walk out of the forest on his own.

He didn't need to figure out where the emotions came from. They came from Derek and the others picking on him. And he wasn't terrible at controlling himself. Ever since Pitch punished him, Derek had taken it up a notch. Jack hadn't lost control yet. He did know how to feel a storm coming on, and unless he was really pushed, he never lost control.

Maybe she was right. He didn't need lessons. He just needed to find a way to get Derek and the others to stop. What had Derek said earlier, when Jack tried to be nice? He said if Jack could prove his dad was a wizard... Jack hated to stoop down to their level. He hated that to fit in he would have to pretend to be ashamed of his mother who raised him, and proud of the father who abandoned him.

But he knew in his heart that he needed to know, and not just to get Derek to stop. If Jack's dad was a wizard, maybe he could help Jack more than Professor Pitchiner had. Besides, Jack needed to find out if his powers were making his sister sick. And it might be nice if his dad did come back. If he had a good reason for leaving. If his mom didn't have to work so hard to support them. And if his dad was a wizard...if his dad was a wizard maybe he would have some pull with the school. Maybe his dad would stand up for him. Maybe he could get Pitch to take Jack's side.

The only question was, how to find his dad? Hiccup had managed to find Sandman, and he found out Flynn Rider wasn't a real person. Maybe he could tell Jack how to go about it. Jack resolved to ask Hiccup next time he saw him.

When Jack reached the edge of the forest he paused. He could go back to the castle, to the Dungeon as he was probably supposed to, to sit in silence while the rest of the school had fun. Jack glanced back at the woods. Professor Pitchiner had clearly said that she wasn't going to tell Pitch Black about the lessons being over. Maybe this was his shot at freedom. In future weeks he'd use this time to track down his dad...but for now it was time to play.

* * *

><p>Merida turned quickly down a Hogsmeade street. She was sneaking away from Gothel in Hogsmeade again. Hiccup was with her. Rapunzel was not. When Merida outlined her escape plan, Rapunzel was too nervous to try. Without Jack Frost to tempt her, she stayed with Gothel.<p>

At least the blonde was willing to provide a distraction. She begged Gothel to buy her some expensive art brushes while Merida and Hiccup snuck away.

"So, where are we going?" Hiccup asked as he followed Merida down the side streets, trying to avoid any professors chaperoning.

"Back to that pub. We left so suddenly last time, I never got to try the butter beer I ordered."

"I drank mine. It's not so great. Kind of tough and tasteless."

"How can a drink be tough?" Merida asked.

"Trust me, Vikings can make anything tough. Now, maybe the butter beers around Hogwarts taste better, certainty a lot of the Hogwarts food does, but considering this place is run by ex-Vikings, I don't think you should hold out for the food."

Despite Hiccup's protests, the two students did go back to the pub. The Thugs didn't pay any attention to them as they came in. Merida ordered the butter beers and sat down with Hiccup at a small table. The drink wasn't as bad as Hiccup had made it sound, but it was no cranachan.

"So...How do you think I should approach that guy?" Merida said, gesturing towards the thug with a hook for a hand playing the piano.

"Why would you want to approach him?" Hiccup asked.

"Because he changed his fate. I want to know how he did it, and better yet, how I can change mine."

"I don't know. I suppose you can just go talk to them the same way you'd talk to anyone."

"No Viking tips?" Merida whispered.

"They aren't Vikings anymore. I don't know if any tips would help or hurt," Hiccup whispered.

"Then I'm going in," Merida got up and sauntered over to the piano player. She recognized the music as Mozart. She was a little surprised that an uncultured Viking would know anything about music.

"Excuse me, sir?" Merida started. The Viking stopped his music and glared at the girl. She took a step back, "Um, yes...lovely music."

The man immediately softened. Merida smiled and proceed to talk, "I'm a student at Hogwarts, and I was here a while ago. I heard you say you changed your fate. I wondered if you could tell me how you did that?"

"Oh, I wouldn't say I changed my fate," the man said with a deep voice, "more of embraced my true calling."

"Great, how?"

"Well...I don't know. One day I was on my island in the Archipelago. One of my tribesmen insulted showtunes. I beat him up and broke his femur. It was while I was staring at his white bone with blood all over it that it came to me. I didn't want to be renowned for violence, I wanted to be respected for my killer showtune medley. The next day I left the Archipelago, sailed for Corona."

"Corona? Isn't that where Rapunzel is from?" Hiccup asked.

"Yeah, I think it is," Merida said.

"Ah, the infamous Lost Princess," Hook Hand Thug said. "We still hang on the outskirts of Corona. That king sure has everyone fooled. 'Cept for the wizards, no one knows the girl was found."

"And...are you keeping it a secret?" Hiccup asked.

"Of course. Everyone saw how sad the king was when his daughter disappeared," a thug with a big nose said, "We didn't know she was recovered until she showed up at Hogwarts. The envoys who announced her return swore everyone to secrecy."

"Wait, why announce her return if it's still supposed to be a secret?" Merida asked.

"The way the envoys explained it," a short little man with a long white beard started, his breath smelled strongly of liquor and his speech slurred, "it would be safe for the princess in wizarding communities like Hogwarts, Hogsmeade and Diagon Alley, but the muggles might not like idea of an untrained witch in a position of power."

"How can that be?" Merida asked, "The Muggle World and Wizarding World aren't separate, at least not in Scotland. No one has a problem that I'm a witch."

"Are you sure about that?" a muscular man with a full face helmet with horns said. Merida recognized him as the owner of the nearby Attila's cupcake shop. She had ordered cupcakes from him a few years ago.

"My parents aren't hiding that me or my brothers are magical."

"That might be a mistake," a big thug with a frown said.

"Vladimir is right," Hook Hand Thug said, "Something goes wrong in your kingdom, guess who gets blamed. It was hard enough to get the Viking wizards to accept us. Try getting the muggles to accept us."

"So you guys don't have contact with muggles at all?" Hiccup asked.

"Not if we can help it." Vladimir spat. "We're here during the school year, but Hogsmeade empties out in the summer. Corona has the best government for wizards. Very relaxed on the uses of magic, due to the good king and queen, so we mostly hang out there during the summer."

"There's this great little pub, the Snuggly Duckling," the short bald man hiccuped, "You should check it out, hic, if you're ever in the area..."

"Muggles do come in occasionally, but we can scare them away by keepin' the Viking look," the one with a Big Nose said.

Merida may have asked more questions if the door hadn't burst open that instant, letting Professor Bunnymund in.

"There you are," he said taking Merida's arm, "You mum would kill me if she found out you wer' in this place. You're supposed to be practicing yer duties."

With a roll of her eyes, Merida reluctantly followed Bunnymund out of the pub and back to her fate.

* * *

><p>Winter slowly melted into spring. One day, Hiccup sat in the library working on his sketch. He shouldn't be working on it. He should be trying to solve the mystery of Pitch Black. The problem was, he'd run into the same dead end he hit last year. Everything was circumstantial.<p>

So Professor Black knew about Rapunzel's hair. Even if the rumors that Professor Black was part boggart were false, it wasn't unheard of for professors to be alerted to special needs students. It was unlikely, but not impossible, that Gothel had told him of the magic hair. There was no proof of any foul play there.

The bit where he framed Jack. That was suspicious. But again, Hiccup couldn't think of why Professor Black would want to. What did he, or anyone, stand to gain from making Jack miserable?

Hiccup was interrupted from his thoughts when he noticed Jack in the library. That was odd. Last he heard, Jack was forbidden from leaving the Slytherin Dungeon for anything except class. Hiccup put his sketch away and went over to his friend.

"Are you allowed to be out?" Hiccup whispered, glancing at Mr. Qwerty.

"Not strictly speaking, no," Jack whispered back, "but Professor Pitchiner said she wouldn't tell Professor Black she let me out early."

"And...you're spending your free time on homework? I would have thought you'd be out trying to pull a prank or something."

Jack hesitated. Finally he said, "I just...I'm looking. For information. About my dad."

"Your dad? I thought he was a muggle."

"We don't know. Mom told me about him over break. She thinks he was a wizard. She thinks he has ice powers like mine."

"That's big. What else do you know about him?"

"Well...nothing. Mom said his name was Jokul and that's it. I don't even know for sure if he's a wizard. I was hoping maybe I could find him in one of these books."

Jack reached for a book listing the most affluent wizarding families in Britain. As he pulled the book down, Hiccup noticed small thin red lines on Jack's hands.

"What's that?" Hiccup grabbed Jack's hand.

"It's nothing," Jack said pulling away, hiding his hands. "Just a...Just a prank gone wrong. Anyway, I've been meaning to talk to you. Last year you learned all that crazy stuff, about Flynn Rider not being a real person, and about Sandman, and how Kozmotis Pitchiner made the fearlings, and how Professor Pitchiner's real name is Emily Jane Pitchiner."

"We weren't sure about that last one," Hiccup said, looking at Jack. The boy looked terrible. There were bags under his eyes, his clothes didn't quite reach the proper length and his brown hair had several streaks of white in it.

"Oh, I...I guess I can tell you. She didn't make me promise not to. I overhead her telling Sandman the her real name was indeed Emily Jane."

"What?" Hiccup exclaimed.

"Yeah, so anyway...how did you figure everything out? How should I go about figuring out who my dad is?"

"Hm...Well, it looks like you're off to a good start, with wizarding registries. You might want to try muggle registries as well, since you aren't sure. And you can also try researching ice powers. They can't be that common. Aside from the Glacious spell, I've never heard of wizards who could make ice the way you do."

"Neither have I. Where should I start looking?"

"Maybe...books on rare powers? Or you could ask Mr. Qwerty. I've heard he memorized every book in the whole library."

"Great. Thanks. I only hope this works."

"Yeah, good luck," Hiccup said. Jack suddenly froze. Hiccup looked where Jack was looking. Standing across the library was a Slytherin boy. Jack ducked quickly.

"Oh jeeze, if he tells Pitch I'm here... I gotta run," Jack quickly shoved the book he was holding back on the shelf and ran out of the library. Once he was alone, Hiccup replayed the conversation in his head. His mind kept coming back to one stop. Professor Seraphina Pitchiner was really Emily Jane Pitchiner.

Last year they'd found a picture of her with that name in Professor Black's desk. Black knew her real identity. Hiccup wasn't sure what it meant, but it was certainly food for thought.

Did she have any connection to Kozmotis Pitchiner and the fearlings? If so, what? And did Pitch Black know? And what about Shalazar Ombric? How did he fit into all this?

Hiccup let the questions spin through his head for the rest of the day, but he couldn't come up with any conclusions. Eventually he gave up, letting the sweet dreams brought about by the presence of the Sandman take over.

* * *

><p>Jack stared at the crystal ball in Divination on Monday. He hated this class. The lessons themselves wouldn't be so bad, if it weren't for his stupid roommates. They just had to ruin everything. Jack really hoped next year they would put Divination with Gryffindor or Ravenclaw. He couldn't take another year of isolation.<p>

When Viggor the Visionary and Malika reached him, Jack was reluctant to say what he saw in the crystal ball. Still, he couldn't go around failing any classes. He was working so hard to avoid being expelled, he wouldn't jeopardize his chances of graduating by not participating in class.

"I see...it looks like ice," Jack confessed. "But it's weird. Normally ice looks, well, like the lake beneath it...but this...I don't know. It's like I'm looking up from under the ice."

"From under the ice?" Malika repeated. Jack nodded. She frowned and looked at it, "Oh no...this is a very bad sign. Very bad indeed."

"What is it?" Jack asked, "I mean, ice is fun, right?"

"Vigor, check the boy," Malika asked. The monkey reached over and grabbed Jack's face. The other Slytherins, and even some of the Hufflepuffs laughed.

"What's he doing?" Jack asked.

"Reading your face. That's actually Vigor's specialty. You won't learn that until your seventh year. If you make it that far."

"If I make it that far?" Vigor let go of Jack's face and recoiled.

"Oh dear," Malika said as Vigor spoke to her, "And such a pretty face."

"What? What's wrong?" Jack demanded.

"Yeah. Tell us," Derek said with a malevolent grin.

"Ya know what. Don't" Jack said, "If there's something bad in my future...well, I guess I'll find out when the time is right."

Malika agreed that Jack didn't need to know. The lesson proceeded without further ado, aside from all the snickers when the professor wasn't looking. As class ended and Jack descended the stairs, he wasn't thinking much about where he was going. Back to the dungeon he supposed. That was all he was officially allowed to do.

Jack's mind wandered. What could possibly be bad in his future? He was already miserable. He didn't see how it could get worse...unless he was expelled...or what if his sister died? Jack had to find the cure.

The question was, how? Jack didn't know what she had. And he didn't know anything about medicine. His only lead was that the priest thought he might be the cause. Maybe his father knew something. But Jack knew virtually nothing about his dad. He didn't even know if it was the constant exposure to cold that had sickened Emma.

Jack paused. He didn't have another class. He was supposed to go back to the dungeon...but breaking the rules would be worth it if he could find out anything. Besides, he didn't want to go back to the dungeon. Someone had changed the password to the dungeon to 'Mudblood'. Jack didn't know who was in charge of changing it, but he was sure they had done it to spite him.

Jack ran to the library. He was intent on finding out who he was. Mother Nature's lesson wasn't too helpful, but Hiccup's advice was.

He marched straight up to Mr. Qwerty.

"Um..." Jack started, "Can you help me? Are there any books on ice? Specifically people with ice powers?"

"Ice you say?" the man said, giving a far off look, as though he was trying to remember something, "Yes...there are books on ice."

The man left and returned with a stack of books. Jack took them to a table and looked through them. A book on the formation of ice crystals. Too science-y. He put it aside. A book on fairy tales. Nah. The third book in the stack was on the Kingdom of Arendelle. Why was that in there?

No. no. no. no. The seventh book in the pile looked promising. It was on human-like magical creatures.

Jack opened it to the table of contents. Centaurs, fauns, satyrs, mermaids, fairies, dwarfs, trolls, and elves. Hadn't Mother Nature mentioned elves? Jack turned to that section and found it had several subsections, he turned to the section on Ice Elves:

_No creature is more mysterious than the elusive ice elf. While other elf species, such as the house-elves, the shoe-elves, and the woodland elves mingle with humans, ice elves resemble humans enough that they can often pass themselves off as human._

_Ice elves are known for their sense of mischief, they use their human-like appearance to play tricks on foolish humans. Because these creatures are so adept at blending in, very little is known about them._

_The few things we do know come from a forest in the north, where it is suspected that a colony of ice elves live. No one has ventured into this forest and come out to tell the tale, but those nearby, such as those in the country of Arendelle, often report unusually cold weather._

_Icicles seem to be more frequent, as is ice, particularly on windows. Snow storms also seem to be more common in that region._

_The only other known facts we have about ice elves come from several posing as humans who were discovered posthumously._

_From these, we have learned that despite their human-like appearance, the ice elf has quite a different structure than a human. The ice elf has a hollow bone structure, much like a bird's. Due to this, they are often lighter, and it is much easier for the wind to pick them up during a storm. Like all elves, they often have pointed ears and delicate, inhuman beauty. It is not know whether they are able to interbreed with humans. They also frequently have either white or blue coloring, particularly in their hair and eyes. Ice elves who choose to live as humans frequently have dyed their hair to maintain their secret._

That was all the book had to say on the subject, but it was enough for Jack. He looked at his necklace. Could his father be an ice elf? The book said icicles and frost were associated with ice elves, and both were on his father's necklace.

Jack didn't have pointed ears, but they were more angular than most of the other students. Of course, Jack's hair and eyes were brown, but lately he'd been noticing more streaks of white in his hair. He'd thought it was stress, but maybe it was more.

Then there was that whole hollow bone structure thing. Jack couldn't be sure, of course, but he did notice he was really good at flying. He could go faster and higher than his friends. He'd always assumed he weighed less than everyone because his village often had food shortages and he didn't get enough to eat. But what if it was because of his father?

Jack returned the books to the librarian and went back to the registry section. There was a registry of intelligent magical creatures by type. Jack turned to the Ice Elf section. There, in black ink, was the name Jokul.

Jokul was an ice elf. Jack Frost might have found his father.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: David Gale: The G is in reference to the symbol of the guardians. As to your request, give it about 3 chapters and your wish is granted.**

**The bit about Ice Elves? It came from the Guide to the Guardians.**


	16. The Fire

Rapunzel flitted about the club room tidying up. She didn't really have anything better to do. She was all caught up in her classes. Even her attempts to follow Merida's lessons were going well. So well that she was ahead of Merida, which was a bit of a shame because she was relying on Merida to tell her what to learn next.

She'd been spending more and more time in the club room. Part of it was to get a break from Mother. She loved Gothel, but it was just harder to concentrate when Mother was hovering. Not to mention hiding her studies from Mother was a lot easier to do if Mother wasn't around. But the main reason she was spending more time here was because Jack wasn't.

She knew logically that Hiccup was right. Jack wouldn't betray her. Yet she couldn't get over the fears that maybe, just maybe, he had. She wasn't willing to confront Jack. She didn't want to accuse him of something he didn't do, so she found herself holding back. Avoiding places where Jack was likely to be. She still sat beside him in class, but he rarely initiated a conversation, and neither did she. Well, except for the first time she noticed his hair was turning white. Her comment just slipped out. He mumbled something about stress or hormones and then the conversation stopped. She hadn't really talked to him since.

She knew she shouldn't be putting it off. She should talk to him, find out if he really was betraying her secret, so she could get over it and move on. But it was so scary. If she confronted Jack and he said he didn't do it, she would have to figure out if he was lying or not. But worse, what if he confessed to it? How would she deal with it if he really did tell? Would they stop being friends? Could she forgive him? It was so much easier to pretend that nothing happened if she ignored it.

Rapunzel finished straightening the tarps they had painted and hung around the room their first year. She took special care with Jack's tarp, the only one not depicting a location. As she stared at the swirls of frost, she noted the beauty and simplicity. He'd only used two colors, and yet he'd managed to paint something so...unique. It wasn't like the other three, depictions of their individual homes. Jack's art was a tribute to winter, something all of them could enjoy. His tarp, while clearly representing him, did not attempt to divide them by reminding them of their different homes, but rather tried to unite them with something they could all appreciate. How could someone paint something so beautiful and still betray her?

Rapunzel took a deep breath. No denying it, she was scared of the outcome. But she had to know. She had to talk to Jack Frost. She tucked Pascal, transfigured into a frog, into her pocket and left to find Jack.

* * *

><p>Merida ducked into a secret passageway. She was late for her special lessons, and quite frankly she didn't care. She was sick of the whole thing. The year was close to being over, but that just made everything worse. Now not only did she have to study for finals, but she dreaded going home over the summer. Mum would be in control of every single day of her life. She didn't know if she could stand being a princess 247.

The reluctant princess stepped out of the passageway close to the stairwell. Only a few flights to go and she would be in the Gryffindor Tower. Hopefully, Bunnymund wouldn't be too upset that she was late. Hopefully, he wouldn't tell her mum and she wouldn't get scolded because 'princesses must be punctual'.

As she stepped onto the stairs they shifted. Many a time she had heard the stories of the moving staircases, but it had never happened to her before. She held onto the railing as the stairs she had planned to take up started to go down. They stopped at the very bottom of the stairwell, connecting the first floor to the second floor, instead of the sixth floor to the seventh.

Merida weighed her options. She could either get off the stairs and try to find another way up through secret passageways, or she could wait for the stairs to move back. Either way, it would take another ten to twenty minutes to get back to Gryffindor Tower. Seriously, who designs a school that would intentionally make students late?!

As the redhead debated how best to get back, she noticed long, blonde braided hair going into a corridor. What was Rapunzel doing down here? Merida glanced quickly at the stairs, they didn't look like they were going anywhere.

She was late anyway, might as well see what Hogwart's other princess was up to. Merida abandoned her lessons to follow her friend.

Merida ran after the hair and caught up to Rapunzel in no time.

"Hey, hold up," Merida called, panting slightly after her jog. The blonde girl stopped.

"Merida? Aren't you supposed to be studying or something?"

"Ahk, that can wait. I don't care what my mum would say. I need a break."

"Oh, well, if you're sure you aren't doing anything, I mean, I know, you're always so busy, but I...I would really, really love it if you would come with me."

"What? Where?"

"...To see Jack. I want to talk to him, but I'm really scared about it. You're so brave. Will you stand by me?"

Merida nodded. She hadn't seen Jack except in classes. It was strange. Usually he was all over the place, or maybe hiding but leaving hints about a future prank. Merida supposed she'd been rather absorbed in her studies, and she knew Jack was still under house arrest, but it really was weird that she hadn't seen him outside of class at all. Until Rapunzel mentioned him, Merida hadn't even really noticed his absence.

The two girls went straight to the Slytherin Dungeon. Rapunzel paused outside the door.

"Do you think we're allowed in there?" Rapunzel asked.

"Probably not. But we're both princesses. That's got to be good for something."

"What if he isn't in there?" she asked timidly.

"It's as good a place to look as any. Besides, maybe one of his slimy Slytherin friends can point us in the right direction."

"You'd better not let them hear you say that, or they won't help," Rapunzel warned. Merida rolled her eyes. She wasn't looking forward to going into the den of Slytherins, but it sure beat her lessons.

"Come on!" Merida signaled, pounding on the door. Nothing happened. She wondered if maybe this was fruitless. Whether or not Jack was in there, would anyone come to open the door? She didn't know what the password was.

"I wish it was like the Ravenclaw door," Rapunzel said wistfully. "If it were a riddle, I might be able to figure it out."

"A riddle? How is that secure?"

"I suppose it's not. Anyone with a brain can get in. But then again, Ravenclaws tend to like people who are smart. I suppose we don't care what house they come from."

Rapunzel fell silent. Merida didn't know what else to say. She had no clue what to do if the door didn't open. They couldn't wait there forever for someone to come along and even if someone did, there was no guarantee they would be let in.

Just as she considered suggesting that they give up and wait for classes, the door opened. Merida and Rapunzel peered inside. No one was near the door. Merida wasn't sure who had let them in. Rapunzel's puzzled look suggested she felt the same.

Merida shrugged and pushed in. The green light from the lake cast an eerie glow over the room. A good chunk of the Slytherin house was sitting around the fireplace laughing. Merida approached the lot.

"HEY!" she demanded. The group quieted immediately.

"Who let you in?" a nasty looking boy said with a sneer.

"Yeah, we don't let mudbloods in here," a third year said.

"Especially Gryffindor mudbloods!" another added. As they talked the Slytherins surrounded Merida and Rapunzel.

"I didn't come to fight, but I will if I have to!" Merida said, balling up her fists. Rapunzel gently put her hand on Merida's shoulder.

"We really didn't come to fight. We only wanted-" Rapunzel screamed as a blonde boy suddenly grabbed her hair from behind. Quick as she could, Merida turned her fist on the boy, punching him in the nose. He fell backwards covering his face.

"You...you rotten...girl..." he said, his voice was nasally. One of his friends came and helped him up. He moved his hands away revealing a trickle of blood from his nose.

"Let...let's get out of here," Rapunzel said, hiding behind the redhead.

"Not until we speak to Jack. Where is he?" Merida demanded.

"Like we would tell you," sneered a Slytherin girl.

"That loser is in his place," another added.

"Shut up," the boy with the nosebleed said. "Remember what we're supposed to say."

Merida's eyes narrowed. She pulled out her wand and cast a spell that blasted the students back a few feet. Before they knew what happened she bounded over to the blonde with the nose bleed and grabbed his tie, shoving her wand against his neck.

"Who told you to say what!" she demanded fiercely. The boy trembled slightly beneath her. She pressed her wand into his neck. She didn't really know any spells to fight him, but he didn't need to know that.

Some of the other students started to come to his aid, but before anyone could, Rapunzel pulled out her wand and cast a repelling spell on them. Merida stared at her victim for a minute. Finally his eyes dropped.

"Pro...Professor Black told us … he told us that Jack knew something about her hair."

"...You mean, Jack didn't tell you about my hair?" Rapunzel asked, a smile spreading across her face.

"No. He never mentioned you."

"And what do you know about her hair?" Merida asked.

"Nothing. The professor wouldn't tell us. We tried to ask Jack a few times, but all he said was that it was really long."

"Then why did you tug on it a minute ago?" Rapunzel demanded.

"I...I don't know. It just seemed like a good idea at the time. Besides, you came into our common room."

"We only came here lookin' fer Jack. Tell us where he is and we'll go," Merida said. "Or don't tell us, and I'll give you a black eye to go with that broken nose," Merida said giving the boy the fiercest expression she could muster.

"He's in Professor Black's office," the boy confessed pointing to the door. Merida dropped him unceremoniously on the floor. The boy immediately ran away from her and hid behind one of the older students. Merida, with Rapunzel close behind, walked to the indicated door. The door was locked.

"Alohamora," Rapunzel said. Nothing happened. Rapunzel shrugged. Merida turned to the group.

"How do we get in?" Merida asked, focusing on nosebleed boy.

"You can't. No one can," he said. "No enchantments work on that door. Only Professor Black's key."

"And I suppose Jack can't get out either?" Merida said.

"Nope," a big Slytherin said with a smile. "Serves the twerp right."

"What do you mean?" Rapunzel asked. No one said anything, though a few snickered as though sharing a private joke. Merida stepped towards them menacingly. Many of them jumped back. Merida zeroed in on a particularly wimpy looking first year. He wouldn't meet her eye.

"You're going to tell me what's going on here right now!" she said. The kid trembled as Merida advanced. Rapunzel kept her wand at the ready, prepared to knock out any student who moved towards them.

Merida glared at the kid for a full minute, looking as threatening as she possibly could. Finally he cracked.

"Jack, Derek...they got in a fight," the kid cried. "Derek got a hold of one of Jack's letters or something. I'm not sure. Jack was really mad about it. They started fighting. Professor Black broke them up and sent Jack to his office."

"And I suppose Derek is locked in there as well?" Merida said. All eyes went to the boy with the nose bleed. Derek, she assumed.

"We're getting Jack out, now," Merida said to Rapunzel. The girl nodded and got to work.

* * *

><p>Jack sat on his cot listening to the discussion going on outside. It was hard not to have his ear pressed against the door, but he suspected Merida would try to break down the door rather than pick the lock and he didn't want to be in the line of fire. He was in enough pain already.<p>

It had all started when Derek stole Jack's mail. It was a letter from the pastor, written on behalf of Jack's sister. While most of the letter was a lighthearted description of what was happening around Burgess, at the very end the pastor had added a personal note. He had thought the return of summer would be good for her, but it hadn't helped so far. If anything, she was worse. The pastor not only predicted that this might be her last year, but he also warned that if she did die, Jack shouldn't bother ever coming back to Burgess.

He'd hidden the letter under his mattress. Derek must have gone through his stuff, because when he came back from Muggle Studies the other day Derek and the other third years were sitting around reading it.

Jack had calmly demanded it back. He actually felt proud of himself for not losing his temper. He resisted the urge to throw a snowball at Derek or freeze the room. He demanded that they hand the letter back to him, at which Derek crumpled it up and threw it in the fire.

Again, Jack managed to keep his cool, so to speak. He balled his fists, but stayed a good distance away. He knew if he moved at all he would lose it. Then Derek said off offhandedly, "I hope she dies. Killing that muggle off would be proof that you really are a Slytherin."

And Jack attacked. He didn't let loose his powers, though keeping them in check was a struggle. He attacked Derek with his fists. He didn't get far. As soon as Jack charged in the others pounced. They grabbed Jack and held him down as Derek punched him.

Pitch came along only a few minutes in, grabbing Jack's arm and twisting it behind his back until he heard a snap. If that wasn't enough, Pitch had beaten Jack for, as he put it, 'causing a disturbance in the peaceful Slytherin Dungeon'. As though Jack was the only one at fault. Pitch confiscated Jack's wand and locked him in his office, promising Jack that he would be there until the end of term.

He had nothing to do but lie on his cot and nurse his right arm. It hadn't stopped hurting. a huge purple and black bruise was forming under the sleeve of his shirt. Jack suspected it was broken. The broken arm was about the only thing he was happy about. Since ice elves were known for having hollow bones, Jack considered the broken bone, plus the fact that his hair was practically all white now, solid proof that he was of elfish decent.

That was all he could think of since he was locked in the room. He could find his dad, or at least other ice elves. If he found them...maybe they would have the cure for Emma.

Eventually Jack drifted off into a good sleep where he dreamed of following ice storms in his quest. He didn't awake until he heard that annoying Scottish accent. He listened as Merida bullied the bullies into telling her what had happened.

He hadn't known anything about the Professor and Rapunzel's hair. When his roommates asked about her hair he assumed it was just because they knew he and Rapunzel were friends and wondered about its length. It's not like she could hid that gigantic braid.

Suddenly there was a loud crash as the door exploded. Merida and Rapunzel stepped through the splintered wood.

"Come on," Merida signaled Jack. "I've only been in Slytherin House for a few minutes but I'm sick of it. Let's go."

Jack remained seated, "Thanks for coming for me, guys. You can go now."

"What...What do you mean?" Rapunzel asked.

"I can't leave," Jack said.

"Sure you can. We busted down the door. We put all those slimy snake freaks in their places."

Jack smiled, "I know. But I really can't leave. Professor Black ordered me to stay here."

"Since when do you listen to authority?" Merida exclaimed.

"I don't always. But only when there's profit in disobeying. What would I get if I left with you? An afternoon of freedom, at the consequence of spending the rest of this year...and possibly all of the next one...locked up. I'd rather stay now and be free next year." Jack left off that he was afraid Pitch would hurt him worse if he got caught. One broken arm to prove he was an ice elf was enough. He had no need of additional broken bones.

"All this for nothing!" Merida said, kicking Professor Black's desk.

"Come on, you guys didn't come to free me. You didn't even know I was locked up. Why did you really come?"

Rapunzel fell to her knees so she was eye level with Jack. She didn't say anything. She leaned over and hugged him. Jack bit his lip to keep from crying out when she grazed his broken arm. After a full minute she pulled back.

"I...I'm so sorry," her voice wavered, "Prof...Professor Black...He lied about you. I didn't know what to believe. I never should have doubted you."

She reached over and hugged Jack again. He winced slightly as she brushed his arm. She jumped back. Jack smiled to cover up the pain, brushing it off as just a surprise. She brushed her hair back, tucking it behind her ear.

"So I suppose we're just supposed to leave now?" Merida asked. "Leave you here with those losers?"

Jack nodded. Merida started to rant, "Unbelievable. This won't even make a good excuse for skipping my lesson today. You're being selfish."

Jack just rolled his eyes. Merida stormed out. Rapunzel and Jack shook their heads.

"Are you sure you're okay? You don't want me to get Professor Toothiana or anything?" Rapunzel asked.

"Nah, go on. Follow Merida and get out of here while you still can. Thank you for coming. It means a lot."

"You're welcome." She hugged Jack again, crushing his broken arm, but he didn't let on to the blistering pain. She whispered in his ear, "I wish we were in the same house. Then I wouldn't have to go."

Jack smiled as Rapunzel left. He felt good his friends hadn't totally forgotten him. For a while they were all so absorbed in their studies that he did wonder if they might have cast him out. But it was a little disheartening that the only reason they reached out to him was because someone was spreading rumors.

Jack jumped as he heard a little chirping sound. He looked down. There by his cot was a frog. Jack leaned in closer. The noise it was making wasn't anything like a frog. Quite frankly it sounded more like a...chameleon!

Rapunzel must have followed through on her promise to transfigure him into a frog to comply with school rules. Jack grabbed the frog, Pascal, and shoved it in his pocket. He wouldn't disobey Pitch Black for his own freedom, but he had no second thoughts about disobeying him to give Rapunzel her pet back. She was worth it.

The girls weren't very far. They hadn't yet reached the dungeon door.

"Hey wait!" Jack called as he sprinted after them. The girls didn't give any indication that they'd heard him. Before he could make it past the throng of Slytherins, someone grabbed his right arm. This time he really did yell. Derek stepped up to him.

"Your loser friend broke my nose, only fitting I break yours," Derek shoved Jack into the others. A couple of the biggest grabbed his arms and forced him to his knees. Another grabbed Jack's hair to hold his head up as Derek wound up his fist. Jack closed his eyes in preparation for the strike.

"Flippendo!" a girl called. Jack opened his eyes in time to see Derek flying backwards, Rapunzel's wand pointing straight at him. Quickly she turned her wand on the Slytherins holding Jack.

"Impedimenta!" The students were knocked back. Jack winced as the boy holding his right arm fell over, yanking Jack with him.

"Change your mind?" Merida asked, helping Jack to his feet.

"Nah, I just-" he was cut off as an owl screeched, swooping into the room, dropping a letter at Merida's feet. Before she could pick it up, Derek snatched it, shoving Merida into Rapunzel as he did. Both girls dropped their wands.

"That doesn't belong to you," Jack said, turning to him.

Merida stood up and stepped forward, "Give it!"

Derek ran the opposite way, towards the fireplace. He threw the letter in. Merida picked up her wand.

"Accio letter!" she called. The letter flew out of the fireplace. Unfortunately it had already caught fire. As the letter flew to her, sparks flew, landing on the rugs and wooden furniture. When the burning letter reached Merida's hand she dropped it and her wand as the flames touched her fingers. Rather than landing safely on the stone floor, it fell onto the rug the students were standing on, which burst into flames.

The younger students screamed; everyone ran towards the door. Jack jumped over the flames, Merida close behind. The door was a bit crowded as everyone crammed out, the flames growing behind them. Jack and Merida had almost reached the door when they heard a scream. They turned. Through the flames they could make out bits of gold and purple. Rapunzel was trapped.

"Know any spells to put out a fire?" Jack asked, coughing as black smoke filled the room.

"Nay, Rapunzel does, she put out out a fire in our first year," Merida said. Rapunzel screamed again, Jack could see through the flames that her dress was on fire. Jack looked back at the escape. A few Slytherins, including Derek, were still trying to crowd out. If he waited for them to leave, Rapunzel could be burned.

He didn't think twice about it. He remembered how he felt watching his shoes burn. He remembered how Derek taunted his sister. He concentrated on letting go. As quickly as before there was a blast and the room was covered in snow, all the flames smothered in the snow.

"You're in for it this time!" Derek said, "I'll make sure Professor Black knows what you've done!"

The blonde boy then slipped out the door, following the other Slytherins away from the dungeon. Jack ignored them, instead running to Rapunzel. She was lying in the snow.

"You okay?" Jack asked. She nodded.

"Why didn't you run out with us?" Merida demanded.

"Our wands. We both dropped them. I just wanted to grab them before they were caught in fire. Besides, if I could have gotten to mine, I could have put out the fire."

"Your dress is burned, are you hurt?" Merida asked.

"No. I was so worried about my hair. It loses its power when cut. I don't know what would happen if it burned."

"It would smell awful," Merida warned, wrinkling her nose. "Once when I was little, Mum tried to tame my curls by straightening it with heat. She had Maudie do it and Maudie left the heat on too long. My hair burned. It was awful. The room smelled bad for weeks, and my hair was so scraggly Mum had to cut it off. After that she never touched my hair again."

"It looks it," Jack commented, Merida punched him lightly in the arm. Unfortunately it was the broken one. Jack winced and coddled his arm.

"Oh come off it, it didn't hurt that much," Merida scoffed.

"Are you alright?" Rapunzel asked, leaning forward.

"Yeah...yeah, I'm fine." Rapunzel grabbed Jack's hand but he pulled his arm back. The girl let him, then shivered in the cold. Jack looked around the room, which was even more wintry looking than it had been last time. Pitch would kill him when he saw it.

"I have to go." Jack said suddenly.

"Go? Why?" Rapunzel asked.

"I'm expelled."

"WHAT?" the girls demanded.

"Pitch said if I ever used my powers I would be expelled. I don't think it's going to be possible to keep this a secret."

"But surely if you explain that you were only putting out a fire..."

"No," Jack said. He knew it would be futile to explain. Pitch wouldn't let him off the hook. He never had before. He never would.

"But you can't just leave! Where will you go?" Merida demanded.

Jack shrugged, then ran to his room. He grabbed his broom and took off. No point in bringing any of his stuff. What would a peasant need with text books and cauldrons anyway?

He flew past Merida and Rapunzel on his way out of the school. He really would miss them. But they were better off without him. They were so busy with their princess lessons. As they grew older, they'd only have more homework and less time to play. They wouldn't want a simple peasant boy hanging around all the time. Besides, what had Gothel said? That it would be bad for their kingdoms if Jack made trouble. They were better off without him. It was good he was expelled. It was for the best. At least that's what he kept telling himself. Jack set his sights to the north as he urged his broom away from Hogwarts, forever.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Person: Thank you. Not too surprising, according to TV Tropes, most fanfiction writers are girls, so? To your non-rhetorical question: Probably not. I'm aiming for this to be done at the end of the seventh year, plus the events of Tangled. Since HTTYD2 & 3 take place after Hiccup is 20, he'd have been out of Hogwarts for 2 or 3 years. I do intend to include an epilogue which will mention them, but I don't think I'll go for a full rewrite of the two movies. Of course, that is subject to change, particularly as the third movie isn't out yet.**


	17. The Accusation

Professor Black smiled as he stepped out of the shadows behind Gothel. The woman jumped as he gave her a menacing grin.

"Must you?!" she asked, clutching her heart.

"Always, my dear."

"So why the surprise? I suppose you need me to do something."

"I'm hurt. As though I only ever bother you when I need something. As it happens, this time I am only updating you. Our plan worked. Jack is gone."

"What!"

"He crossed the school border a few minutes ago."

"How did you do it?" Gothel demanded.

"It was your Rapunzel who did it. She and the other princess went to confront him about her hair. I could feel her fear as she approached the Slytherin Dungeon. After ensuring that Jack was locked away, I let her and the Gryffindor in. My intent was for the Slytherins to tell her that Jack did indeed betray her, in the hopes of ruining their friendship, but little Felix loused it up. But no matter. Even if I couldn't break them up, getting Jack to leave was far more important."

"Where did he go? Can we kill him yet?"

"Patience. He's still too close to Hogwarts. I don't want him anywhere near the Sandman when we strike. Besides. his frost powers are strong against my Night Mares. He might escape alive the way he did when I sent one to kill him over break."

"So what are you going to send?" Gothel asked.

"It depends on where he goes."

"He'll go home, won't he?"

"I'm not sure. You see, I've been doing a bit of work in all these children's home towns. I've given Merida's mother nightmares about her screwing up. The same with Hiccup's father. And to Jack's village I sent fear of the wizarding world. Truth is, the pastor started it. Jack's sister had a mild cold, but the pastor started to fear that it was due to her living with a wizard. All I had to do was ensure that she stayed sick and send a few nightmares to various folks about Jack turning on the village. If Jack does return home, it should only take a little fear to get the villagers to arrest him for malicious witchcraft and burn him at the stake."

"Why, Pitch, that's positively cruel. I love it. But what if he doesn't go home?

"Then I'll send a local threat to take care of him wherever he lands. If in Scotland, I'll send Mor'du. If in the Archipelago, a Monstrous Nightmare. If in Arendelle, wolves. And so on. He's dead no matter what."

"Excellent. And what of the others?"

"They're still hanging around Hogwarts, I've no doubt they will try to counter my attack on Jack, but I don't believe it will be successful. Eventually they will give up and accept that he is gone. Then over the summer I should be able to take them out. When Rapunzel learns that her best friends are dead...well, I don't suppose she will ever even think about leaving her tower again ... and then her light can never stop me."

On that happy thought, Pitch left Gothel as he went to track Jack. He had no doubt he'd also have to do some minor damage control when the princesses blabbed, but it was nothing he couldn't handle.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was quietly reading a book on wizarding families in the club room when the door burst open and Rapunzel and Merida came in panting. Hiccup shut his book.<p>

"What's up?"

"Jack's gone," they said in unison.

"Fire, snow, expelled," Merida said quickly.

"Wait, what?" Hiccup said.

"Jack put out a fire with snow and now he thinks Pitch has expelled him," Rapunzel clarified. She then proceeded to explain what happened in detail.

"Where is he?" Hiccup asked when she finished.

"He flew off. Didn't say where he was going," Merida added.

"We have to contest it."

"Contest it?" Merida asked.

"You know, go to a higher authority and get them to say it was wrong of Pitch to expel Jack."

"Do you think that will work?" Rapunzel said. "He seemed pretty certain that Professor Black had the authority and intent to expel him."

"Maybe...It can't hurt to try. And actually," Hiccup looked down at the book he'd been reading and smiled, "I might have a way to fight the professor. You two go see if you can arrange a meeting with Headmaster Ombric. If anyone can revoke an expulsion, he can."

"Where are you going?" Merida asked as Hiccup hopped up and ran out the door.

"To get my wild card," he called back. Hiccup left the building and ran down to the greenhouse.

He yelled, "PROFESSOR SERAPHINA PITCHINER!"

He didn't have to wait long before the professor materialized in front of him, her long black hair almost forming a cape behind her green flowery dress.

"You called?"

"Professor, you have to help," Hiccup explained, "Pitch Black is doing something wrong!"

"So?"

"SO? You have to help. He's going to expel Jack Frost."

"Jack is not my charge. It is not my responsibility to make sure he behaves. Pitch may discipline him however he likes."

"But he's being punished unjustly!"

"Nevertheless, it is not my place to interfere with the inner workings of the school. Perhaps one of the other professors can assist your friend."

Reasoning for justice wasn't working. Time to pull out the big guns. Hiccup pulled out his book and turned to the page he had marked. He read out loud, "Of all the pureblood families in England, none is more mysterious than the noble house of Pitchiner."

"That is not funny, boy. That is not my family."

"I know. The family tree listed here has no Seraphina Pitchiner. But it does contain an Emily Jane Pitchiner." Hiccup continued reading, "General Kozmotis Pitchiner is perhaps the most famous member of this family. Once a famous general, after the death of his wife and only child, Emily Jane Pitchiner, he turned to the dark side, until the darkness consumed him and he learned how to turn children into fearlings."

"And?" the Professor said, her back facing Hiccup, her shoulders tense.

"This book is wrong. The General's daughter wasn't killed. Your real name is Emily Jane, isn't it?"

"What would make you think that?" she scoffed.

"Professor Black. He has a picture of you with the name Emily Jane written on the back. I don't know how, but he tracked you down here. Your father knew how to turn humans into fearlings. Professor Black was looking for you, wasn't he? He made you tell him how to turn those kids into fearlings last year, didn't he?" Hiccup left out that Jack had confirmed it. No need to make her hesitate to help him.

"Yes, I am Emily Jane Pitchiner. And yes, my father is the famous General who became the greatest enemy of the Golden Age. But you are wrong. Professor Black did not come to me for advice on how to make fearlings. I never helped him."

"But he_ is_ the one who made the fearlings?" Hiccup pushed. She paused, then started to tend the plants in the garden. She wouldn't answer.

Hiccup said, "Jack doesn't deserve this. You know he doesn't. He told me you were helping him. So help him now!"

Finally, she said with her back still turned,

"No. I will not speak out against Professor Black."

"Why not?! Turning children into fearlings is evil. If we don't tell everyone what Professor Black is up to, then he'll get away with it."

"I do not interfere in such matters."

"But if you don't... If no one believes me about Professor Black then he'll get to expel Jack."

"I have done as much as I can for the lad. He is on his own now."

* * *

><p>Jack flew as fast as he could. He had no idea where he was going. Just away. As he flew he tried to pay attention to things other than his pain. His arm still really hurt. Not to mention his feet. His shoes must be more than two sizes two small now.<p>

The fire hadn't helped their appearance or comfort either. The burnt leather seemed even harder and it smelled awful. Every time Jack move his foot pieces fell off. There was no way he could ever give those to Emma. Jack kicked the shoes off, not caring where they landed. He breathed a sigh of relief at being barefoot.

Jack paused after flying for quite a distance. Where to go now? He could go home, but the pastor had expressly told him not to. Besides, Emma had written that the famine hadn't lightened up. If he returned home, he would be taking food that others needed.

Jack thought of Emma, sick and starving in the village. He had to help her. He hoped the ice elves really could cure her. Jack turned his broom northeast. The book on ice elves said there were some close to Arendelle. Maybe he could find them.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel stood awkwardly in the center of the room, waiting for something to happen. She and Merida had gone straight to Professor Toothiana (as Merida was avoiding Bunnymund). Toothiana had contacted Ombric.<p>

"Go on, dear, tell him what you told me," Professor Toothiana said.

As Rapunzel was about to start, the doors opened and Professor Black glided in. Toothiana nodded to Rapunzel. She took a deep breath.

"Jack Frost, from Slytherin, was expelled unjustly," Rapunzel paused to look at her small audience. They were looking at Black. Rapunzel continued, "I was caught in a fire. Jack put it out and was expelled for it."

"Is...is this true?" Toothiana asked Pitch Black. He chuckled and rolled his eyes.

"Of course not. I never spoke to the boy. It is true that I did _threaten_ to expel him if he used his ice powers again...but that was right after he attacked his roommates. I never intended to actually carry it out. Even if I did, had the child come to me and explained the situation I would, of course, have made an exception. Instead he chose to run away."

"How did you know he ran away?" Merida questioned.

"Please. I am head of Slytherin House. Believe it or not I do pay attention to my charges. As soon as the fire broke out some of the students came to find me. I investigated and was just in time to see Jack crossing the Hogwarts boundary on his own."

"Why didn't you go after him?" Merida demanded.

"At the time I had several students injured in the fire, the rest of them quite shaken up. I couldn't just leave them all to go chasing after one boy. Besides, I've never been good at flying, and with no knowledge of where he intended to go I couldn't very well apparate or use floo powder."

The adults turned back to Rapunzel. She wasn't sure where to go. Pitch's reasoning sounded solid to her. Luckily, Merida didn't mind arguing.

"Be that as it may," the redhead said, "Jack's gone. Surely you could do something now to bring him back?"

"I have already sent a letter to him with an invitation to come back. Should he choose to."

"What do you mean, should he choose to? Of course he will come back!" Merida shouted, her face turning as red as her hair.

"Will he? I have spent more time with that boy than most of the other students. I can tell you he wasn't happy here. Between nearly constant fights with the other Slytherins, incessant amounts of school work and problems at home...well, let's just say he was struggling. He told me more than once that he was considering dropping out."

"No, Jack wouldn't," Rapunzel said.

"Why should he stay? He has very few friends. He wasn't doing well in his classes. He didn't even enjoy them. Then his sister got sick. He hinted that if her condition deteriorated he might have to drop out to take care of her. I was under the impression that the only reason he hadn't dropped out yet was because of his friends, not that you've been there for him this year. I can't count the number of times he came back to the dungeon dejected because you lot blew him off."

"We didn't …. at least we didn't mean to," Rapunzel said. She knew she'd been a little cold towards Jack recently...but he wouldn't really give up on school because of that...would he?

"By the way," Pitch started, "several of my students said that Princess Merida is the one who actually started the fire. Though I am sure it was an accident, I do have to wonder what you girls were doing in the Slytherin Common room. Isn't sneaking into other houses a punishable offence?"

Pitch directed his last line at Toothiana and Ombric. Both professors looked at the students.

"Right. I shall see that they are dealt with," Headmaster Ombric announced.

"Is this resolved?" Toothiana asked. "I do have places to go, things to collect."

Ombric and Toothiana left, only Pitch Black remained. That was when Hiccup barreled in, panting.

"H-Hey, where'd everybody go?" he asked as he caught his breath.

"Th' wallaper weaseled his way out 'o it," Merida said, nodding to Black.

"But...I have something important to say," Hiccup said. He looked directly at Pitch, "You made the fearlings last year."

* * *

><p>Jack flew for hours. He had to keep his right arm close to his stomach to keep it from jostling, but flying one handed was no issue. He crossed the ocean, as well as several small islands. He wondered if any of them were Berk. Occasionally a dragon crossed his path, but none attacked. Jack sometimes swooped down when he saw a dolphin. He would freeze waves and play with the creatures, but he kept on heading east.<p>

Soon he saw dry land ahead. He wasn't really paying attention to the landmarks, though it was impossible not to notice the big castle on an inlet. Jack swooped low to get one last chance to play with the dolphins.

He intended to get back up high and continue his journey when all of a sudden he heard a girl asking:

"Do you wanna build a snowman?"

Jack paused for a moment to look around. He saw no one. Maybe the voice came from the castle. Jack considered pursuing it, but he had more important things to do than play. He was somewhat surprised anyone would be asking that on a warm day like this, even if he was somewhat far north. There was no snow here. Maybe he'd come back after his sister was well, and see if that girl still wanted to build a snowman.

Jack flew through the village, intending to pass right through. That all changed when, from the corner of his eye, he saw a familiar face. Jack stopped so suddenly he almost fell off his broom. He had to backtrack a little to make sure he saw who he thought he saw.

There, in the middle of the street, stood Flynn Rider.

* * *

><p>"And what would make you think I made the fearlings?" Pitch Black addressed the children, showing off his sharp teeth.<p>

Merida frowned as Professor Black smugly eyed the children. Hiccup looked nervous, but kept going.

"Okay, well...you knew things."

"I am a professor. It is my job to know things."

"No, I mean, personal things. Like you knew I was a squib."

"My dear boy, you are very clearly not a squib. Ergo, I could **not** _know_ you were one."

"But I thought I was one, and you knew I thought it."

"If I did know anything about your feelings, I learned it only through your own behavior. I hate to say it, but young children are so obvious. Always wearing their hearts on their sleeves. Thinking they're being sneaky, or deceptive, when it's clear to anyone looking what's truly going on. You may not have told anyone with words what you felt, but any trained professional can spot the tell-tale signs."

Merida scowled. She hoped Hiccup had something better.

"Jack was framed for the fearling thing. He's the only student in the school who can make frost, and frost was found on the beds of the disappearing students. Someone who knew he could do it must have set him up. Jack never told anyone about those powers."

"Please," Pitch scoffed, "that theory is heavily flawed. For one, you're assuming no one could figure out his talents without being directly told. It's not uncommon for powers like that to manifest at night. It is entirely possible that he had a little accident one night, and one of his roommates noticed. They could have told anyone. Besides. Jack was not being framed. Being framed implies that others believe he is guilty. No one but you lot ever thought Jack was connected to the accidents, and none of you even believed he was guilty."

"But he thought he was responsible. He kept having blackouts," Rapunzel reminded Pitch.

"They found a bit of fearling in him, didn't they? It was probably connected to the others. Blacking out was simply a side effect."

"How did the fearling get in him?" Hiccup accused. "Sandman said he most likely ingested it. You often gave Jack potions as punishments, didn't you?"

"Merely castor oil and the like. Occasionally mixed with a sleeping draft, but harmless none-the-less. I don't know how the boy managed to eat a fearling, but you may want to look at his roommates. Jack often complained about their attempts to sabotage his food. I did scold them for it."

"You never let Jack get away with just a scolding," Rapunzel huffed.

"When we went to visit him, he was locked up for fighting while the bullies were out free," Merida said.

"That was for Jack's own protection. I have no idea how he managed to make an enemy of the entire house, but I felt that it was in his best interest to be separated from his classmates."

"Why the locked door?" Merida questioned.

"To protect him. He had been getting into physical fights with the others. All of them. It would be impractical to lock up all fifty-four Slytherin students because one boy couldn't keep his big mouth shut. Look, I see you are concerned for your friend, but you have already succeed in ensuring that he is not expelled. You needn't concern yourself with this fearling nonsense. Even if you could prove that Jack was being framed, you have no proof at all to suspect me."

Hiccup glanced at his book, "According to this book, fearlings had been created by Kozmotis Pitchiner in the past."

"Everyone knows that," Pitch said, "but he's gone."

"The book also says he can shadow travel. I witnessed you shadow traveling last year," Hiccup threw in.

"Not the most common gift, I admit," Black defended himself, "but I assure you, just because I have the same powers as some common criminal doesn't mean I have done anything wrong."

"But that isn't the only connection. The book also said that Kozmotis Pitchiner had a daughter named Emily Jane. Jack found a picture of a woman with the name Emily Jane written on it in your desk!" Hiccup said.

"And he found papers written in another language," Merida added.

"This is preposterous!" Professor Black roared, "How dare the child search through my personal belongings! That drawer was hidden for a reason!"

"So you admit to having the photo!" Merida shouted.

Pitch narrowed his eyes and glared at her. He hissed, "Yesss. I have the picture. I found it. I had no idea Emily Jane was someone important. I kept the photo because the lady in the picture looks remarkably like the Herbology instructor here. I asked her about the photo, and she said she never saw it before. I've been meaning to toss the image, but never got around to it."

"And the letters?" Merida pushed.

"Personal letters. You may not believe it, but I have friends all over the world. They often write to me and I to them. Sometimes in English, sometimes in their native languages. I don't imagine that Jack could read the letters. The boy is barely literate in English, let alone any other languages he comes across. Not that he's the only student who struggles with English." Pitch looked at Merida pointedly.

Merida's face burned. Jack always teased her about her accent, but she knew he was just jesting. Having Pitch do it was infuriating.

Pitch smirked like he knew he'd won. Merida lost it.

"Maybe we don't have proof that you made the fearlings, but you are without a doubt the worst Professor here. Even if you didn't make the fearlings, or expel Jack. You still locked Jack up while the others got off. You still let Jack run away thinking he was expelled."

Pitch smiled.

Merida turned and stormed off. Hiccup and Rapunzel chased after her.

When the children were a good distance away, Rapunzel asked, "Where are we going?"

"To find Jack," Merida said.

"Look, I want to find him too, but how are we going to do it?" Hiccup asked. "We have no idea where Jack lives, or where he would go, and even if we did know, how would we get there?"

"Brooms?" Merida suggested.

"No. Mother broke my broom," Rapunzel said. "Besides, my hair throws me off balance."

"I never really got the hang of flying," Hiccup said, "and my broom was inside a building that burned over the summer."

Merida stopped, "I suppose we could walk. Or hijack the Hogwarts Express?"

Rapunzel bit her lip, "I have a better idea. Meet me outside in ten minutes, I need to get something."

Merida raised her eyebrow but Rapunzel said no more; instead, she ran off. Merida took advantage of the ten minutes to run up to her room and grab her bow and arrows before she met up with the others outside. Rapunzel led them to the perimeter of the school as though they were going to Hogsmeade. As they reached the gate, they heard hoof beats.

Rapunzel stopped as Maximus the horse approached her. He had no rider.

"Hey there," Rapunzel said gently. The horse recognized her and lowered his front legs in a bow to the princess. She gently took his muzzle and stroked it.

"We need a favor," she said. "I hear you're the best tracker in the world. I was going to ask the captain of the guard if we could borrow you to look for Jack. Do you know where he is?"

"Who cares?" Merida said stepping up to the horse. "We don't need the guard. We can just take the horse."

"Isn't that stealing?" Hiccup questioned.

"Nah. Rapunzel is the princess. As such, she technically owns the entire palace guard. Thus Maximus is her horse."

"Is that true?" Rapunzel asked the horse. He nodded and whinnied, lowering himself so they could climb on easier. Merida mounted with no hesitation. Rapunzel and Hiccup followed.

Rapunzel held out a wand to the horse's nose.

"I need you to find the owner of this wand," Rapunzel said gently. The horse nodded and whinnied then galloped off, following Jack's trail.


	18. Finding Frost

"Flynn?" Jack asked, dismounting his broom. Flynn's eyes widened. For a minute Jack thought the older boy would run. Instead he smiled and ran over to hug Jack. Jack winced as his broken arm was crushed in the seventeen year old's grip.

"Jack! I didn't think I'd see you again!" As Flynn pulled back, Jack wasn't sure how to react. Should he be happy to see Flynn, or mad at him for never bothering to keep in touch.

"Professor Black told me you didn't want to contact me."

"Whatever you do, don't believe him! Pitch has been lying to you since the beginning."

"Yeah, I'm starting to see that."

"No, I mean it. You're in real danger. For the past two years I haven't known if he succeeded in his plans to kill you or not."

"Wait, he planned to kill me?"

"Yeah. You and that redhead, though I don't get the impression that he cared if anyone else got hurt."

"Why should I trust you? You lied to me. First you ignored me, leaving me to put up with those losers on my own, then you acted like my friend but left without even saying goodbye. I spent the majority of last year trying to find you, and the only thing I learned was that Flynn Rider isn't even your real name."

"You're right, you're right. My name isn't Flynn Rider. My real name is Eugene Fitzherbert."

"Why did you lie?"

"When I was sorted into Slytherin, I went by my real name. I was an orphan. I'd been raised by muggles. I didn't know if I was a pureblood or not. I had no clue how much trouble that would bring me. Seven roommates. That's how many I had to deal with. Everything, from putting snakes in my bed to trying to drown me in the lake. By the end of my first year, I was ready to quit. I went to Pitch to drop out, but he came up with a way for me to stay. He put a memory charm on all of the Slytherins so that they would forget me. The next year, I introduced myself as Flynn Rider, handsome, charming, pureblood wizard. I never had any trouble again. From the students at least. Pitch was another story. Since he'd helped me out, and knew my secret, he seemed to think he owned me. He said if I ever refused him he would tell everyone. Then it came to you. I'm not proud of the things I did to you under his direction."

"What...what did you do?"

"Minor things...Nothing that can hurt you now. But when he wanted me to kill your friend, that's when I stood up to him. Pitch didn't tell my secret, instead he expelled me. Snapped my wand and everything."

"He never told me you were expelled."

"I'll bet he didn't. He didn't just expel me because I was finally standing up to him. He expelled me because I caught him in the act, trying to kill you."

"Why was he trying to kill me? I mean. I get it, he doesn't like muggleborns any more than the others in the house, but jeeze."

"It has nothing to with you being muggleborn. Pitch told me right before he expelled me that he was building an army in the Black Forest. An army that you and the girl apparently found."

"The only thing we saw in the woods were those nightmarish horses. Don't tell me that's his army?"

"Must be. I don't know."

"Why was he building an army?"

"He said he was enemies with the headmaster, as well as a few of the other professors. What did he say? The ones who moonlight as Guardians."

Before Jack could respond, he felt a wiggling in his pocked. He reached in and pulled out Pascal, still looking like a frog. He'd forgotten that he had Pascal. The little guy must have been asleep during the ride.

"What on earth is that?" Flynn asked.

"It's Rapunzel's frog." Jack put the reptile back in his pocket. "Now, what were you saying about Guardians?"

Before Flynn could say more, someone shouted, "There he is!"

Jack looked at the man speaking, the man was dressed in a green guard's uniform. Several other men in the same uniform ran up behind him, "That's the thief who stole the gloves being delivered to Princess Elsa!"

"Uh oh, gotta go!" Flynn took off, the guards close behind him. Jack quickly jumped on his broom and flew after Flynn.

"Hop on," Jack called. Flynn was just about to when an arrow whizzed by. Jack and Flynn both glanced back to see an array of crossbows aimed at them.

"Get out of here!" Flynn commanded.

"No, I won't lose you again," Jack shouted. He was about to grab Flynn and pull him onto the broom when an arrow caught him in his right arm. He instinctively went to clutch his arm, letting go of his broom. With no hands to guide it, the broom tumbled out of the sky. Flynn kept running. Most of the guards kept after him. One grabbed Jack and pulled him to his feet.

"Are you an accomplice?" the guard demanded. Jack remained silent. He wasn't sure what this was all about. Another guard came up.

"He's not the kid we're after."

"But how can you be sure?"

"The kid held him here long enough that we had time to discover the theft. If he hadn't been distracting him, the thief would have gotten away with the gloves."

"You caught him?" Jack asked.

"No. He got away, but not with these. I'll return them to the tailor so he can proceed with the delivery as if nothing has happened." The guard held up a pair of teal gloves.

"And what should I do with the boy?" The guard holding Jack pushed him forward. The other one regarded him coolly.

"Boy," the guard said coming closer, "maybe you can help us find the thief. If you can give us any information, we can overlook the fact that you were conspiring with an enemy of Arendelle."

"What kind of information?" Jack asked as he examined his bleeding arm. It looked as though the arrow had only grazed him.

"You know, name, address, a good description. That sort of thing."

"But I don't know anything about him."

"Come on, kid, can't you tell us anything?"

"I guess I could say...he looks like an average guy, but he has this huge nose. It sticks out so long, like the whole length of your thumb."

"Thanks kid. You can go now." The guard let go of Jack. He grabbed his broom and flew off, scanning the city for Flynn, but he couldn't find him.

He was glad Flynn had gotten away. He also hoped that his terrible description of Flynn's nose would give his friend a chance to get away. Now the only question was what to do?

Should he go back to Hogwarts and warn his friends about Pitch Black? What if Pitch caught him first? Or what if he couldn't find Hogwarts. He vaguely remembered a history lesson where Toothiana mentioned that there were enchantments to prevent anyone from accidentally stumbling into Hogwarts. He worried that he wouldn't be able to find it even if he tried.

Maybe it would be better to go somewhere else to warn his friends. Hiccup lived somewhere in the archipelago, but Jack wasn't sure which island, besides, he'd gotten lucky to not be attacked by dragons before, but if Hiccup's tales were right, it would be almost impossible to get to Berk without running into a hostile dragon.

Merida lived back in Scotland, relativity close to Hogwarts, but again Jack wasn't sure of the exact location, he'd used Floo Powder to get there before. Jack didn't doubt that he'd be able to find Castle Dunbroch by flying over Scotland, but it would take longer, and he'd be closer to Pitch Black. Besides, he'd already flown for hours to get away from Hogwarts. He didn't want to go back for nothing.

That left Rapunzel. He'd already found her Tower in the glen months ago. Even if he was coming from a different direction he had no doubt that he could do it again. He wasn't particularly keen to run into Gothel, but at least she worked at the school. Maybe he could get Rapunzel to convince Gothel to help. They could tell the school about Pitch's army.

Jack turned his broom south, away from Arendelle, heading to Corona.

* * *

><p>Maximus galloped for a long time. Hiccup worried that three teens on the horse would weigh too much, but Maximus didn't seem to mind. They rode for hours. Before he knew it, they had reached the sea. Maximus stopped as the waves lapped at his feet.<p>

"Jack crossed the ocean?" Merida said. "Why would he leave England?"

"I don't live in England," Rapunzel said.

"Me, neither," Hiccup added.

"But Jack does. Doesn't he?" Merida asked.

"I...I don't know," Rapunzel said. "I never thought to ask him where he comes from."

"I don't think he ever told me either," Hiccup said. "We spent so much time together in our first year. I told him everything about the Archipelago. It's funny, I never noticed how closed mouth he was about his own home. He didn't even leave us a picture on the tarp."

"Well, Maximus thinks Jack's across the sea, so I guess we have to get there. The question is, how?" Rapunzel said, twisting her hair.

"We can take a boat," Hiccup said. "I don't get sea sick anymore. I can navigate any Viking longboat."

"I won't ride in any Viking boats!" Merida said crossing her arms. Hiccup turned on her.

"Do you want to find Jack or not?"

"Guys," Rapunzel tried to interject.

"Of course, but I'm not going to go near any vicious Vikings to do it!" Merida yelled, ignoring Rapunzel.

"Guys!"

"Hey, I am a Viking, and if you want my help, you'll have to-"

"Guys!" Rapunzel yelled. Hiccup and Merida stopped their impending argument and looked at the girl.

"Can't you save the fighting for later?! Find your humanity!" she demanded. "Jack is out there somewhere and we need to find him."

"I...I guess I could put up with a Viking longboat," Merida consented.

"Nah," Hiccup admitted. "Even if we could find a Viking ship... there are hundreds of islands in the Archipelago and not all of them are friendly. How would Maximus lead us to the right one from a boat?"

The children were silent for a moment, listening to the calm waves as the ocean ebbed and flowed. It was Rapunzel who came up with the idea first.

"We could transfigure Maximus into something that could swim..."

"That's...not a terrible idea," Hiccup agreed, "but what?"

"A dolphin?" Merida suggest. Rapunzel nodded and performed the spell. Maximus, now a pure white dolphin, flipped and landed in the ocean. He stayed close by the shore, waiting for them to join him. Merida started to go into the ocean, the water lapped at her dress, weighing her down. She tried to climb onto the dolphin-horse, but slipped off.

"This isn't working," she called.

"I have an idea." Hiccup pulled out his wand and pointed at the water, "Glacius!"

A wave froze into an ice floe. Hiccup climbed on. Merida swam over and climbed on. Rapunzel followed suit, shivering as she got on.

"It's freezing here," she said through chattering teeth. Hiccup took off his fur vest and draped it over the girl. She smiled.

"Now, how do we attach this iceberg to Maximus?"

"I've got just the thing," Rapunzel said, pulling her hair loose from the braid. The hair was much longer than the last time Hiccup had seen it. He and Merida wound the hair around the ice floe, knotting it in places before making a lasso and tossing the end to Maximus. The dolphin slipped it over his head and they were off across the ocean.

* * *

><p>Jack wasn't quite sure where he was. He assumed he'd left Arendelle by now, but he wasn't really familiar with the geography so there was no way to know for sure. He was fairly certain he was heading south but the air kept getting colder and colder. It didn't bother him in the least, but he did question his direction. Wasn't Corona in a warmer climate?<p>

Jack flew closer to the ground, hoping to run into a local who could point him in the right direction. The ground shimmered as though coated in ice. Though he was fairly far north, it was almost summer. The ice on the ground should have melted by now.

Jack swooped even lower to examine the ice. What he saw amazed him. The ground wasn't just covered in ice, it was covered in frost. Jack's frost. The swirly, fern like patterns. And dangling from the trees were small icicles. Jack reached into his shirt and pulled out the crystal icicle his mother had given him. The icicles and frost patterns looked identical. The frost formed a definite trail. Jack followed it.

As he continued on his way, the frost got thicker and thicker, until it looked as though he were in mid February, not the middle of April. Jack spotted some movement in the distance. He moved towards it cautiously.

As he approached the figure, he could see it was a human. At least that was what it looked like. A tall, very thin, human with a very pale, almost white complexion and stark snowy white hair. Could it be an ice elf?

Jack slowly approached, hiding behind trees as he drew near. He watched the man from a distance. Every so often the man stooped by flowing streams. He waved his arms and the wind picked up, spinning the water into icicles. The man would then touch them and they became solid pieces of ice dangling over the river.

Jack forgot all about Pitch Black and warning his friends. All that could wait. He needed to know who this strange being was. The man stood up from his work and continued on his way. Jack drew nearer with each step, coming closer and closer until he was a few feet away. The man suddenly stopped and turned. Jack ducked behind a bush. He got a good look at the man's face.

His face was angular, with the ears slightly pointed. The man had icy blue eyes as he looked around. Staring at him, Jack felt like he was looking at his own reflection. The only difference was that the man was slightly taller and thinner and his face was more pointed. Jack took a deep breath and stepped from behind the bushes.

"Hello..." Jack started softly, "I...I'm looking for an elf."

"Beat it kid. Go bug the house-elves or something."

"No I mean...I'm looking for a particular elf. An ice elf, I think. Named Jokul."

"What do you want?" the man asked.

"You can help me find Jokul the ice elf?" Jack said hopefully.

"Kid, I AM the ice elf known as Jokul."

"I can't believe my luck. Father..."

* * *

><p>As Maximus neared land, Rapunzel turned him back into a horse. She climbed off the ice floe and collapsed on the shore. She was soaked to the bone. She wanted to just keep relaxing in the sun, but Merida and Hiccup were trudging on. Rapunzel had to get up and follow them. They took no time to rebraid her hair.<p>

"How come you guys aren't exhausted?" she asked. Rapunzel took off Hiccup's vest, which was also soaked and handed it back to him, then added, "Or freezing."

"Berk is always cold. I guess I'm used to it. It's also always wet. Berk is the kind of place where your clothes are never ever really dry."

"Same with the Highlands. It's not as cold, but Castle Dunbroch is right on the edge of the ocean. We get a lot of wetness and chills, especially in the winter."

After Hiccup cast a drying spell on them the group set off. As they entered a forest, Rapunzel noticed that it was noticeably colder. The group passed a sign. It was written in Runes. Rapunzel could make out a few characters from the lessons Hiccup had given her.

Hiccup translated it, "_The Winter Woods_. Huh. I wonder why it's called that."

Maximus led them straight into the woods. As they went further in, Rapunzel started to shiver. At first she thought it was just because trees were blocking out the sun, but when she noticed ice on the leaves they passed she started to get excited.

"Do you think Jack made that?" she asked.

"I...I don't know. Is he even capable of doing this?" Merida asked.

"You saw the Slytherin Dungeon."

"Aye, but that was only one room. How could he do this to an entire forest?"

"Oh, the ice elves can do anything," a strange boy's voice said. The three children jumped. Maximus turned around and growled ferociously at a blond teenage boy. He looked around the same age they were. The kids let out sighs of relief at the sight of the human.

"And who are the ice elves?" Hiccup asked.

"I'd stay away from them if I were you. They're pretty solitary. Don't like humans invading their woods."

"Oh, but you're okay?" Merida asked rolling her eyes.

"Sure I am. I'm friends with the rock trolls, more like family, really. The elves wouldn't dare bother me."

There was a sudden rustling in the bushes and a reindeer pulling a small empty sled jumped out. He bounded up to Maximus and started sniffing. Maximus glanced at the other animal, as though trying to decide which was a bigger threat, the human or the reindeer.

The boy seemed to pick up on the feeling. He grabbed the reindeer's reins and pulled him to a halt.

"Sven, no! Sit!" the boy called. The reindeer didn't seem very obedient, though he did turn his attention from the horse to the boy. After the kid wrestled with him for a minute, the boy pulled out a carrot. The reindeer took a bite, followed by the boy. Rapunzel cringed.

"What else do you know about the ice elves?" Hiccup asked.

"Not much. I mostly leave them alone. I only come this way when I'm coming home from selling ice in Corona. I don't pass through the Winter Woods needlessly. And I never, ever, take the ice elves' ice."

"What's so special about it?" Rapunzel asked, eyeing a frozen leaf.

"Nothing. It's plain old ordinary ice. But if the elves thought I'd been stealing, no amount of troll intervention would help me. I advise you to get out of here as quickly as possible. Now, if you'll excuse me, I'd like to make it home before the sun completely sets."

The boy started off. Rapunzel bit her lip, then called out one last question, "Have you seen anything strange today?"

The boy paused, "You know...actually I have. There was this really weird thing. At first I thought it was a boy, but he was flying. I didn't get a really good look, but he or it was heading into the Winter Woods."

The boy pointed. Hiccup urged Maximus in that direction as Rapunzel called out a thank you to the boy. There was no doubt in her mind that the boy had seen Jack Frost. With the boy's directions and Maximus's nose they were sure to find him soon.

* * *

><p>"Father?" the man laughed. "I don't think so."<p>

"But...But you're an ice elf named Jokul. Mother said my father was named Jokul," Jack insisted.

"That's my name, but I ain't your father."

"But you have to be. I have all the ice elf powers, lighter bones, ice powers, white hair...and mother said she met my father during a blizzard. Fourteen years ago? You left her this trinket," Jack held out his necklace. Jokul stepped up and looked at Jack's icicle.

"Sure, that's my calling card. Look, even if I did have relations with your mom, and even if you are mine, what makes you think I want you?"

Jack bit his tongue. He held his temper. He'd had a lot of practice at it lately, but it was still hard not to take the rejection personally.

The ice elf smiled, "Look, kid. I've been with hundreds of women. Whoever your mother was, she wasn't anything special. It's the same in every town. I see a pretty young girl. I call up a snowstorm that shuts down the town. I knock on the girl's door looking for shelter and she lets me in. No girl ever turns me back out into the cold. They think I'm human. I keep the snowstorm up until I get what I want. As soon as I'm satisfied the snowstorm stops and I leave, leaving an icicle just like that so she remembers me."

"But you don't remember them? You...you never even loved her. You never loved any of them."

"What does love have to do with anything? I was just having some fun. If you're my son, you should understand that."

"Even if I do like to have fun, I would never do it when it hurt someone else. You ruined my mom's life. She had to marry someone quickly. Then when he found out about you...he left. He abandoned us. You abandoned us."

"So I did. It's not like your mom didn't deserve it, though. I never forced her into anything. She was easy. They all were. If it hadn't been me, it would have been someone else."

Jack's face burned. He could put up with insults against himself, but he wouldn't allow this scumbag to talk about his mother that way. Jack gave up any idea that the man would come back into his life. Even if the man wanted to, Jack wouldn't want him as a father.

"You don't deserve my mother. I'm glad you left. Mom can do better. I can do better. I'm going to go. I just need to know one thing. My sister is sick. Some of the locals think it's because I'm an ice elf. Is there anyway to cure her?"

"How the hell should I know?" he scoffed. "I've never stayed with a human long enough to see if they got sick. Even if they did I wouldn't care. Human lives are so fragile. They're only good for a bit of fun, after that, let them die."

Jack balled his fists and started to turn away when he heard a twig crack. Both Jack and Jokul looked into the woods. In a shaft of light, stood a horse with three riders. Jokul laughed.

"Since you might be my son, I suppose I can help you this once," Jokul waved his arms and the wind stirred, blowing snow and water around the horse and riders. The water created a curved cage of icicles, trapping the humans.

"Stop it!" Jack called.

"Why? Humans are not allowed in the Winter Woods. I have only tolerated your presence because I could sense you are a half-elf. Those who are fully human, they have no place here. I suggest you leave. While I may permit you to be here because you are my son, the other ice elves who live here may not. It will be worse for you if they catch you. Those humans will freeze to death in a few days. You won't. You'll just be trapped, forever. I certainly won't come to your rescue."

With that Jokul continued on his journey. Jack ran over to the ice cage. Inside he found Merida, Hiccup, Rapunzel and a horse trapped, shivering in their summer clothes. If he couldn't get them out they would freeze to death.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: In case anyone couldn't tell, the boy in the winter woods is Kristoff and his reindeer Sven from Frozen.**

**Big Fan: Jack will not die this year. I know William Joyce said 14, but most of the Dreamworks sources say 17 or 18. Since that puts it at the climax of my series, I plan to go with that. **


	19. The Dragon Attack

"What are you doing here?" Jack demanded, glaring at his friends inside the ice cage.

"We came looking for you," Hiccup answered as he dismounted the white horse.

"Like we would let you go off on your own, having all the fun by yourself," Merida scolded.

"You never seemed to have a problem when you were so busy," Jack said gruffly as he hit the ice with his broom. The ice held fast, knocking Jack back.

He next tried to fly up and crash into the curved icicles, but he just slid off.

Rapunzel shivered, her teeth chattering. Jack grabbed a handful of snow and formed it into an icicle. He drove it into the thicker icicles, but all that happened was Jack's icicle shattered.

Merida was shivering now, too. She leaned closer to the horse. Maximus was slightly shaking, and he was nervously pacing. She suspected he would just charge at the ice if it weren't for the two girls still astride his back.

After several more tries, Jack slid down the side of the ice cage and pulled his knees up to his chest.

"I...I'm so sorry," he said. He buried his head in his arms. Merida didn't think it was possible. She never thought she would see Jack cry.

Rapunzel dismounted and walked over towards him. She reached between an icicle and a tree to put a hand on Jack's shoulder.

"Was that really your father?" she asked gently. Jack nodded somberly.

"I wish he weren't," Jack said. "I wish I'd never, ever come here."

"At least you found him. How did you come by this place anyway?" Hiccup asked.

"I noticed the strange weather. But I guess it was mostly a coincidence."

"Wow, what are the odds of that?" Hiccup asked. He then proceeded to do the math: "If there are, say, approximately 100 ice elves in this forest, and it's approximately 50 square miles, the chances of the first ice elf you found being your dad-"

"UGH! Enough!" Merida screamed. "I did not leave school so you could give me a math lesson. And I won't stay trapped here."

Merida pulled out her wand and shouted, "_Incendio_!"

A stream of fire shot out of her wand. Jack had to roll out of the way as ice began to melt. Water dripped on her as the flames continued. She heard a cracking as ice gradually lost its support. A small shard fell on her. Suddenly Maximus galloped out into the open, knocking Hiccup and Rapunzel out of the cage, too. Her fire spell ceased as she dropped her wand. She looked back just in time to see the ice cage collapsing in on itself.

"Are you crazy? That whole thing could have come down on you!" Jack yelled.

Merida smiled to herself, it was good to have the old Jack back. Outwardly, she yelled right back, "But it didn't! I did a better job than you ever did!"

"Yeah, right. I was at least trying to be careful!"

"Yeah, but you were gettin' nowhere!"

"Was too!"

"Was not!"

"Was too!"

"We...we should get out of here," Hiccup said. "That was the second time we were warned about hostile ice elves. I don't want to risk a third encounter. The third time is always the worst. We learned that in Arithmancy."

The group agreed and started off. Jack took flight, guiding them out of the forest from above. Merida and the others rode Maximus. Due to Jack's altitude, they weren't really able to talk to him.

As they followed Jack the weather got warmer. Before long they could hear the waves crashing against the sand.

Jack dropped off his broom.

"I've never flown more than a couple hundred feet with more than myself on my broom. I could probably make it with one other person...No idea about the horse. How did you guys get here anyway?"

"We took a slice of your advice and floated on ice," Merida said.

Jack was about to say something when he suddenly stopped and twitched. Slowly he reached into his pocket and pulled out Pascal. He handed the frog to Rapunzel.

"Sorry for accidentally kidnapping him," Jack said. "I guess in all the shock of being expelled..."

"Oh Pascal, I can't believe I forgot you." She pulled out her wand and transfigured him back into a chameleon. She then set him on her shoulder. The chameleon quickly changed colors to blend into her purple dress.

"I have something for you, too." Rapunzel pulled out Jack's wand and handed it to him. Jack gratefully took his wand and tucked it into his pocket.

Rapunzel then quickly cast _Glacious_ on the waves. One of them froze into an iceberg.

Jack smirked, "Nice try, but I bet I can out-do it."

Jack touched the ocean and the waves froze. He concentrated and the ice smoothed out, curved up, even. Soon, what had once been a wave resembled a real longboat, with a sail made of thin ice and everything. The kids climbed in. The horse looked from the water to the boat, as though trying to decide where to go. Merida wondered if she should transform him into a dolphin again. Before she could decide, Jack gave the horse a push into the boat.

Jack focused. He breathed in and then let it out. The winds stirred, pushing the boat out to sea. Merida had never seen him control the wind before. She didn't know he could.

Jack held onto the ice mast as he guided the winds. Hiccup was standing in front, he kept checking the position of the setting sun, making sure they were heading in the right direction, no doubt.

Rapunzel was shivering. She had laid her hair on the bottom of the boat to act like a mat preventing her skin from touching the ice and was busy wrapping the ends over her shoulder like a shawl. It didn't seem to be keeping her warm. Maximus was standing near her protectively. Every so often he would let out a puff of breath onto her shoulder. No doubt keeping the chameleon warm.

Merida shrugged and went to sit next to Rapunzel. It wasn't like there was anything better to do on the boat.

* * *

><p>Hiccup kept his eye on the horizon. He'd cast the spell <em>Point<em>, so his wand would act like a compass. It was one of the few spells he could do with no problem.

So far they'd been heading west in a pretty straight line.

The winds picked up. Hiccup almost lost his grip on his wand. He looked up to check on Jack. The other boy was astride his broom, clinging to the mast with one arm. His other arm was dangling at his side. Hiccup wondered why Jack wasn't holding onto his broom. Wasn't he afraid of falling? A huge gust of wind came again. Hiccup nearly toppled off the side.

"Easy with the wind!" Hiccup called to Jack. He hadn't known that Jack could control the wind, but considering he was part ice elf, it wasn't surprising.

The archipelago was quite familiar with the ice elf species. Dragons were a much more popular subject, of course, but you can't live in a place a few degrees south of Freezing to Death without learning a little bit about the beings that thrived in the cold.

Hiccup hadn't ever seen an ice elf before Jack's father, but he'd heard tales from some of the other Vikings. Spitelout once claimed he'd once seen an ice elf fly off with his best axe. Of course, no one believed him, but that was because Bucket had seen Spitelout break the axe the day before. No one had trouble believing ice elves could fly by controlling the wind.

Despite Hiccup's warning, the winds did not ease up. They kept blowing stronger and faster. Soon dark clouds moved in, covering the little of the sunlight they had left. Hiccup put his wand away. The winds were too strong now. He didn't want to chance dropping it.

Waves splashed up into the boat. Merida and Rapunzel took up splashing it back out. The sky was really dark now. Hiccup couldn't tell if it was day or night. This was going to be a storm.

Hiccup looked up at Jack again. Jack was struggling to hold on. As Hiccup watched, Jack lost his grip on the ice. Hiccup was afraid he'd be blown away, but Jack managed to stay on his broom. Though he wove rather erratically, he kept up with the ice vessel.

The boat rocked violently, tossing its inhabitants. Merida and Rapunzel gave up trying to bail the boat out. Everyone had to grab onto the sides to avoid being tossed overboard. Even Maximus the horse was holding on with his teeth.

Jack flew down and landed in the center. He quickly touched the water splashing in and froze it, creating more hand holds for the people and animals.

"JACK!" Hiccup called again, slowly making his way to his friend using the new grips, "ARE YOU DOING THIS?"

Hiccup had to shout to be heard over the waves. Jack shook his head.

"I was at first," Jack shouted back, "but I think this is a real storm!"

"Do you think you can stop it?"

"I've been trying! Nothing's working!"

"H-HICCUP, HELP!" Rapunzel screamed. Both Hiccup and Jack looked toward the girls. Hiccup almost fell down. Coming at them from the east was a dragon. And not just any dragon, a Monstrous Nightmare!

Jack dived to the side as the dragon advanced on them. The red dragon flew at them like a shooting star. As it crossed over their boat, it let out a stream of fire, just like the one Merida had cast earlier. The ice boat cracked as the fire melted the center. Jack quickly jumped on it, refreezing the boat, now slightly deformed.

Merida quickly pulled her bow off her shoulder and let loose an arrow. It hit the dragon's hide and bounced off harmlessly. Merida reloaded quickly, but Jack could see that she looked nervous.

The dragon turned around and flew at the ice boat again, this time, as it swooped low, its entire body burst into flames. Rapunzel screamed again and scrambled to the far end of the boat. Jack ducked. The wingspan of the beast covered their entire boat, if Jack hadn't ducked he would have been burned.

The horse was snapping at the dragon, but the the dragon was slightly too high. Hiccup had pulled out his wand. He was frantically trying every spell he knew, but none of them were having more effect than blowing the wind and water. The ice started to melt. Jack tried to refreeze it, but the dragon kept coming, and it kept melting. If it didn't go away, the ice would break up, and they would be separated. They could become stranded in the ocean in this storm.

* * *

><p>Jack grabbed his broom and flew into the storm. The high winds were tough to manage, but Jack was able to slightly calm the winds around him. He flew directly in front of the dragon. The red beasts eyes widened and he snapped at Jack. Jack went higher.<p>

Keeping the dragon's attention was easy. Keeping ahead of it, that was hard. Luckily the dragon was so big, it couldn't maneuver easily. Jack could just make a gust of wind blow him up or down if the sharp teeth got too close.

He was kind of glad he got to distract the dragon. His arm still really hurt, but the adrenaline from the chase kept the pain at bay. Still, he had to worry. This game of cat and mouse could only last so long. He didn't know how to drive the dragon off; eventually Jack would tire and the dragon would win.

Didn't really matter, he supposed. It wasn't like he had a life to go back to. Expelled from Hogwarts, sister dying and practically banished from Burgess, not to mention the fiasco with his dad. At the very least, Jack could make sure his death meant something. He would get that dragon away from his friends if it was the last thing he did.

Jack looked down. He'd gone into the clouds. He couldn't see the water at all. The dragon snapped, grazing his bare heels.

The dragon opened his jaws and let out a stream of fire. The twigs of his broom caught fire. Though they went out fairly quickly, the heat affected the winds Jack was controlling. He couldn't control them anymore. This was it. Jack was about to be eaten.

Jack closed his eyes, bracing himself for the impending blow, but it never came. In fact, he started to feel cool again. He looked back. The fiery beast was still there, but nothing was coming from his mouth now. Nothing could. Encircling the dragon's jaws was a muzzle of golden hair.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel held onto her hair lasso and pulled with all her might. Maximus and Merida were helping her rein the dragon in. For one terrifying moment, Jack had disappeared into the clouds. Rapunzel was afraid they'd lost him. Then, the dragon's fire lit up their location.<p>

Rapunzel felt so useless. She had no weapons to throw, to drive the creature away from Jack. She had left her frying pan at Hogwarts. She had nothing, except her hair.

It was Merida who suggested that if they couldn't kill the beast or drive it away, they should capture it. By the time Jack came back into view, the end of Rapunzel's hair had been tied to Merida's arrow. Merida loosed it. The hair flew up and wrapped around the powerful jaws. Rapunzel was almost pulled off the ship as the dragon kept flying. It took the strength of Maximus and Merida to pull her back.

Jack seemed to see what was happening, for he flew lower, so the dragon merely pulled them in a horizontal direction, rather than a vertical one. The dragon set it's body on fire again, but it's mouth, where her hair was, remained flame free. After a minute of burning the flames went out.

Jack stayed in front, leading the dragon in the direction they wanted to go, pulling them out of the tempest to calmer waters.

Soon the sky was clear again, and another boat was on the horizon. Rapunzel was tiring from pulling on her hair. She had no idea how much the dragon weighed, but it must be considerably more than Mother Gothel, who was the biggest thing she'd ever pulled with her hair before.

Maximus and Merida helped, but they were struggling, too. Every so often, Hiccup would switch out with one of them, but he was really a lightweight. He just didn't have the strength for it. Rapunzel didn't either, but it was her hair. If she let go, she'd be dragged off by her scalp.

"Are we taking this thing back to Hogwarts?" Rapunzel asked Hiccup. He looked up at the dragon.

"I don't suppose any of you have a knife?" Hiccup asked. The girls, and the horse and chameleon, shook their heads.

"Sorry, I'd lend you an arrow, but I used them all," Merida said.

"I guess it wouldn't be practical to take it inland so I can kill it..." Hiccup said, "Not that anyone would believe me, anyway."

Hiccup called up to Jack, "Can you make it dizzy?"

Rapunzel couldn't see, but she was sure Jack must have smirked. He started spinning. First just spinning on his broom in front of the dragon, then spinning around it. The dragon followed him, spinning several times. As it came lower, Rapunzel had to pull on her hair to prevent it from slacking too much. When the dragon was spinning enough, Hiccup yelled, "LET GO!"

All three let go of Rapunzel's hair. Without being pulled taut, the knot around the dragon's mouth became loose, Rapunzel gave a quick tug and the dragon was free. It kept spinning, going away from the ice boat. Rapunzel gave a sigh of relief as Jack came crashing down.

It was the first time she got a good look at him since they were in the Slytherin dungeon. Jack looked terrible. There was blood on his shirt, his right arm hung uselessly at his side, and he had no shoes! She couldn't believe she hadn't noticed it before.

"Jack, you're bleeding!" she exclaimed. She quickly gathered her hair and wrapped it around him. Normally she would only put it on the injured part, but from his disheveled look, she wasn't sure where he was hurt.

Rather than asking questions, she decided to heal all of him. Rapunzel knelt and sang, "Flower, Gleam and Glow, Let your powers shine."

As she sang, her hair glowed. Jack seemed to relax into her hair, letting her know the spell was working. It also eased the aches she had from wrestling with the dragon.

Jack smiled as she finished her song.

"Better?" Rapunzel asked as she started to unwrap her hair.

"Better," Jack agreed, "Not that it helps, being expelled and all."

"But you aren't!" Merida interjected. "We got it all sorted out."

"You...you did?" Jack asked.

"Of course we did. We're your friends. We'll always help you, if we can." Rapunzel assured him.

"But I thought-"

"What?" Merida demanded.

"Well...you guys..." Jack admitted, "you just seemed so busy. And important. You're all hard work and deadlines."

"Blame me mum, it wasn't my idea to have hard work and deadlines," Merida said, her arms crossed.

"I just...I didn't want to be a distraction. I'm just a simple country boy. You're all, like royalty."

"Not really," Hiccup said. "I'm not even sure my dad's gonna choose me as his successor, unless I can kill a dragon. You saw how I did absolutely nothing to help you defeat that last one. I can probably kiss the chiefdom of Berk goodbye. And good riddance. I'd rather have fun with you any day."

"Jack Frost!" Merida said, shoving him, "I like you as a distraction. And you're a mighty good one. A body needs a break after all. You keep up your distractin' ways, and don't be shy about showing up at Castle Dunbroch. I'll give you a hundred pounds if you could figure out how to distract me mum."

Jack laughed, a rich laugh that sounded just like him. Jack was back.

"I may take you up on that offer." If he was going to say more, he didn't get the chance. The boat that had been on the horizon when they let go of the dragon crashed into their ice boat. The children and horse looked up. A man with dark hair and a dark mustache and pointed beard leaned over.

"Hiccup? Is that you?" the man said.

"Trader Johann!" Hiccup called back. "Can you give us a lift to England?"

The man nodded and threw down a rope ladder.

"Um, who is this guy? Not a Viking?" Merida asked.

"No, he's not. And it shouldn't matter, unless you want to keep going on an ice floe with no steering mechanism," Hiccup replied. "He's a trader, and a muggle. He brings all the supplies to the Barbaric Archipelago."

The humans climbed the ladder with ease, then levitated Maximus onto the wooden boat.

"So, Master Hiccup?" the Trader said, "playing hooky from Durmstrang?"

"Nope, Hogwarts. And I need to get back. Can you help?"

"Of course. Anything for the Chief's son. Just as long as I remain in your father's good graces, of course. I trust I will always be welcomed on the shores of Berk?"

"Of course," Hiccup nodded.

"So, why don't you scalawags go clean up below, then you can regale me with the tale of how you wound up out here in the middle of the ocean."

As the moon rose, the children did as he suggested.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Big Fan: Elsa is probably not an ice elf. If she didn't have parents I would say yes, but as both parents were alive during her childhood and neither seemed to know how to control the powers (Also, she worried about hurting them, so apparently the cold does bother them), I decided to go with the canon reason for Elsa's powers, which is some weird thing about planet alignment. It can be found in an interview by one of the creators.**

**Bigfan: This is going to stick with ALL cannon pairings, so yes, Hicastrid. However I intend to keep the romance with what it was in the HP series. So there may be kissing, dances, and dating, but it's never going to go beyond the PG level, and any romance is going to be playing second fiddle to the adventure story.**


	20. The Truth Revealed

After everyone was warmed up, Jack Frost sat on the deck. His friends were busy telling their tales. He listened as they explained what happened at Hogwarts and how they came to track him down.

Jack couldn't believe they had run away from school and stolen the Captain of the Guard's horse, just to find him. If he hadn't run away in front of Merida and Rapunzel, he didn't think they would even have noticed he was gone.

"So, that's our story," Hiccup concluded, "but what about you, Jack? Did you just make a bee line for your dad?"

"I guess, subconsciously. I knew there were ice elves in that area, and I was kinda looking for him, but along the way I found Flynn."

"Really? So...what's his story?" Hiccup asked. "Why did he leave?"

"He was expelled, like me, by Professor Black. And that's not all. Flynn heard him saying he was building an army of those nightmarish horses we ran into. We were right. And he apparently tried to kill us. Flynn got expelled so he couldn't warn us."

"Pitch? Tryin' to kill us? I know he's a jerk, but isn't that a bit far?" Merida asked, "Are you sure it isn't Flynn pulling your leg. He was a Slytherin, after all."

"No. He's definitely right about the horses. I was attacked by them over Christmas break. And Pitch has been being harsher to me than usual."

"Besides," Hiccup commented, "that fits with my findings. I've thought Pitch made those Fearlings for a while now. Think about it. At the end of last year, right before I brought in Sandman, Jack was about to become a Fearling. And don't forget that black bear that attacked me. I know Merida thinks it's Mor'du, but I tell you, it was made of sand, just like the horses. I think Professor Black was behind everything. I just wonder why."

"Flynn knew that, too. He said it was because Pitch was enemies with some of the professors. He said they were … Guardians?"

Hiccup jumped up in surprise.

"You've heard of them?" Rapunzel asked.

"I sure have. When I was researching Fearlings. It mentioned that the Guardians defeated Kozmotis Pitchiner. One of the Guardians mentioned was the Sandman. I'll bet if we tell him what you just told me he'll know what to do."

The children agreed and continued the boat ride in silence. Well, relative silence. Now that their stories were over, Trader Johann was taking his turn.

"Once I was up against the Man-eating Metal Masons of Manoree Majoree. It was spring. The smell of fresh jasmine was in the air..."

* * *

><p>Hiccup half-hardheartedly listened to Trader Johann's tales. He'd heard them all before, every time Johann pulled into port. Every time the stories got wilder. Hiccup had no idea if they were true, but from the way they grew he suspected that if they started out true, they weren't by the time they reached Berk.<p>

Hiccup leaned over the railing of the ship, watching the waves. He couldn't stop thinking about the dragon. After a while, Rapunzel came to stand next to him.

"Everything, okay?" she asked gently. Hiccup sighed.

"Yeah. It's just ... I feel so useless."

"What?"

"When that dragon attacked, you called for me. I know more about dragons than any of you, and yet when it came to fighting it off, all I could do was watch."

"It's not your fault. I couldn't do much either. I left my frying pan at home."

"Any proper Viking wouldn't go anywhere without an axe, or a sword. Heck, I don't even have a dagger. No wonder no one wants me to be chief."

"You're only fourteen," Rapunzel said gently. "You can't expect to be great at everything yet."

"Everyone else is. You should hear them talk about how great Snotlout is. It's like he was born to be chief. I can't even lift a hammer."

"Neither can I."

"It's not the same, Punzie," Hiccup said. "No one is expecting you to do this kind of stuff. If you don't kill a dragon no one will think you're weak."

"Mother says I am," Rapunzel confided.

"What?"

"Mother says that I am too weak. That's why she doesn't think I should be taxing myself trying to be a princess and all. But I think she's wrong. And I think your tribesmen are wrong. You couldn't do much against the dragon, it's true. But I couldn't either. And you did come up with the idea of getting it dizzy. Without that, who knows if it would have turned on us again. And just look at this ship! If it weren't for you, Trader Johann might not have given us a ride. I am very thankful we don't have to ride ice all the way back. No offense to Jack, but I am freezing."

Hiccup laughed and offered her his vest again. Rapunzel smiled.

"Thanks, but now that we're nearing England, and the sun is starting to rise, I should warm up soon. I do need to redo my hair, though. Wanna help?"

Hiccup nodded and helped Rapunzel start braiding her hair again. Soon Jack and Merida got bored with Trader Johann's stories and went to assist with the hair braiding.

By the time the sun had fully risen, land was in sight, and Rapunzel's braid only trailed a foot or so behind her.

"Never, in all my years on the seas, have I seen hair as long as yours, miss," Trader Johann said.

Hiccup considered asking Johann not to mention her hair, but he decided against it. Johann's tales were so tall, no one would believe him if he told anyway. And it wasn't like it was a secret that Rapunzel had long hair. Anyone who looked close enough would be able to see that her hair was braided several times up and down. She just didn't want students tripping on it on the way to class.

Johann pulled the boat into the dock and the children and animals disembarked.

"Welcome to England," Johann said. "Good luck getting back to your school, Master Hiccup."

With that Johann left to trade his goods. The children looked around. Hiccup didn't recognize the port where they'd been dropped off. Apparently neither did Rapunzel or Merida.

"This isn't Scotland," Merida said. "Why didn't you ask him to drop us off by Hogwarts?"

"I thought Hogwarts was in England," Rapunzel said. "We always board the train from England."

"Nope, it's in Scotland," Merida said, "I should know. If it weren't for the stupid spells to keep it hidden, I wouldn't have to bother with the train at all. But this isn't London, and even if we could find London, it's not like the Hogwarts Express will be running."

"I know this place," Jack said. "Smell that fish, and that smoke. I've flown over it. We're close to Burgess."

"Your home?" Rapunzel asked.

"Yeah..." Jack trailed off.

"Great," Hiccup said. "You're connected to the Floo network, right? We could take it to Hogsmeade, then walk up to school."

"I don't know..."

"Oh, come on. If we were close to Castle Dunbroch I'd let you use me fireplace."

"Fine, follow me, and try to keep up." Jack jumped on his broom and flew off. The children quickly mounted Maximus and followed Jack inland.

* * *

><p>Merida looked around as they rode through the forest. It was clearly not her forest, yet Jack's landscape was very similar. She hadn't known Jack lived in the woods before. Soon enough they heard voices, children's laughter. Jack dismounted and turned away from the voices.<p>

"Aren't we going to your village?" Merida asked.

"I don't know if it's a good idea. Only my house is connected to the Floo network. No one in town will be able to help."

"I want to see where you come from." Merida grabbed Maximus's reins and steered him toward the voices. Jack ran after them.

In a very short time, the children came to a clearing. Several small wooden houses lined the clearing. There couldn't have been more than ten. Three young children were running around playing but they stopped when they saw Jack.

He smiled and walked up to the smallest child. The little blonde girl took a step back, but then ran and hugged Jack.

"I don't care what mommy says," the little girl said, "I missed you. Your hair is different."

"I missed you, too, Alice," Jack said. He patted the child on the back. After a minute she stepped back.

"I'd like to introduce my friends, Hiccup, Merida, and Rapunzel." Jack's friends dismounted the horse. The little children ran up to Maximus. Jack continued his introductions, "Guys, this is Alice, Tommy and Davy. They live in the village."

"I've never seen a horse so white," one of the boys said. "I wonder if I can use the farthing I got from the Tooth Fairy to buy one."

"Are you crazy?" the other boy said. "A horse costs, like, a million farthings."

"Then how did Jack get one?" the first boy said.

"Oh, he's not mine. I just borrowed him for a bit. I have to return him."

"Can we have a ride first?" the little girl asked.

Merida looked at Maximus. The horse was standing stiff and straight. A perfect solider. Jack looked to Rapunzel. She took the hint.

Rapunzel petted Maximus' muzzle. "Will you let those kids ride? For me?"

Maximus looked from Rapunzel to Pascal and finally he nodded. Jack and Rapunzel lifted all the young children onto the horse. Maximus took off in a slow trot around the village.

"So...was that your sister?" Rapunzel asked. Jack shook his head and looked dejected.

"Pitch said your sister was sick. I thought he was lying, but he wasn't, was he?" Hiccup prompted.

"How did he know? Yes, Emma's sick," Jack confided. "She has been for almost the whole year. I'm afraid to see her."

"Jack..." Rapunzel started, running her fingers through her hair, "You know...Maybe I can help. My power doesn't just work on injuries, you know."

"You'd be willing to help?" Jack asked.

"Of course," Rapunzel nodded. "I don't want to make a habit of healing everyone in the world, but I'll help when I can. Especially for you. Take me to her."

Jack perked up as he led them to the largest house. Merida smiled. Jack's house couldn't hold a candle to Castle Dunbrogh, but it was still a fine establishment. The only house in the village to have two stories. Smoke puffed out of the chimney.

He stopped for a moment and bent down, grabbing a handful of dirt and rubbing it into his hair.

"What are you doing?" Hiccup asked in bewilderment.

"They haven't seen me since my hair changed color. I'd forgotten until Alice noticed. I just don't want to shock anyone. They'll be surprised enough to see me out of school.

Jack knocked on the door. Merida was surprised. Who would knock on their own door? If it was her house, she would have just barged in. Maybe because it wasn't summer break yet, no one was expecting him?

After a minute a tall man opened the door. Jack's step-father? Merida wondered.

"Jack?" the man said in shock. "You shouldn't be here."

"Please, just let me see her. I can make it better."

"Well, I don't suppose there is any way you can make it worse. She's practically on her deathbed. I sent her home."

"Home?" Jack asked.

"Yes. I figured she should spend the last days of her life with her mother, in a place that's familiar."

The man shut the door in Jack's face. Jack turned away.

"That wasn't your home?" Hiccup asked.

"Goodness no!" Jack said. "I would die if I lived with the pastor. He's way more strict than Mother."

"He seemed...kinda gruff," Hiccup said.

"Yeah. I don't know what happened," Jack said as he started walking back into the forest. The others followed. Jack continued to explain, "He's always been really, really nice to me. A friend of the family. Up until Hogwarts, I got my entire education from him. I guess he was a bit like your Gobber. But this past year...he's changed. It's like he blames me for everything that goes wrong now. I thought we were friends, but now..."

Jack shoved his hands in his pockets and kept walking. After a while they reached a lake. On the edge of the lake was a small, run down cottage. Jack ran up to it. This time he did barge in the door. The others quickened their steps to follow.

Merida couldn't believe this was where Jack lived, it was worse looking, and smelling, than her stable. The inside was no better. A small fire burned in the fireplace, casting a dreary glow on the room. In one corner of the room straw lined the floor with a few blankets piled atop it. Lying under the blankets was a little girl, she was laying so stiffly, Merida wondered if there was any life left in her. At her side, knelt a woman. Jack's mother, Merida assumed.

Jack ran to their side and fell to his knees. The woman looked up in surprise, then buried her head into Jack's shoulder. Rapunzel walked forward and knelt near them.

"Jack, can she be trusted?" Rapunzel asked, looking at his mother. Jack nodded.

"Mom, Rapunzel can help. She's a, uh, a healer, from school. She can cure Emma...but we can't watch."

Jack stood up and helped his mother to her feet. Slowly he led her outside, telling her about his recent encounter with his dad.

"He said he misses you...but ice elves just can't settle down," Jack lied. Merida and Hiccup stayed inside as Rapunzel cast her spell. Merida scrunched up her nose. The house was so worn. It didn't even have a proper floor, just packed dirt. The wood walls were splintered with nails sticking out every so often. The fireplace in the middle of the room hardly cast any light, and it was so drafty, despite there being only one door and no windows. The only furniture was a simple table and bench.

When Rapunzel finished singing, Merida and Hiccup called Jack and his mother back in. They came back just as the little girl woke up.

"Mommy...I had a terrible nightmare." The woman fell to her knees and hugged the little girl. Then the girl noticed Jack.

"Jack!" She quickly pulled away from her mother and scrambled over to Jack, knocking him down as she hugged him.

"Glad you're feeling better," he said, ruffling her hair.

"Is it summer already?" she asked.

"Almost." He whispered, "I just came back to make sure you were feeling fine. I have to get back to school."

"Aww. Can't we play first?" she demanded.

"Soon. Just a month or so. Then we'll play every day."

"What game?"

"How about hopscotch? In the meantime, keep up your strength, and don't let me catch you getting sick again, or we'll never have any fun."

"Jack, I can't believe you cut school to come here," his mother said as she got up. "I don't know whether to be angry or relieved."

"Be relieved. I'm going right back. Do you have the Floo powder?"

His mother nodded and went to the cupboard. As she opened it, Merida chanced to see that the only dishes inside were a tin cup and a couple of wooden plates and bowls.

"Before you go," Jack's mother called, "let me get you some food for the journey."

"Mom, Floo powder only takes a minute," he exclaimed. She shook her head.

"Still, a mother can't let you go off on an empty stomach."

"Seriously, you don't have to. Hogwarts has plenty of food. And isn't there a shortage in the village?"

"When was the last time you ate?"

"Two days ago," Jack confessed.

Merida watched as the woman rummaged through her cabinets. There were no apples, no chicken, not even any eggs or milk. How did these people live?

After a minute, Jack's mother came up to them with stiff pieces of bread and a pot of boiling water.

"I'm afraid the soup may be a bit thin," she apologized, "but it should soften up the bread."

Jack took the lead, dipping his bread into the pot like a spoon, making a sort of bread bowl. The others followed his example. Everyone took a bite, Merida couldn't stop herself from gagging. The bread was rock hard, and the soup was barely more than water. Without the soup, she doubted she would have been able to chew the bread at all. It was nothing compared to a Dunbroch apple, or sweet keet. She looked at the others. Rapunzel looked like she was struggling to get it down too. Strangely, Hiccup seemed fine. He did complain about the food on Berk a lot. Maybe this was what it tasted like. Jack, of course, ate it with no problems.

Once Merida had choked down the last bit, she was ready to leave. The children stepped up to the fireplace, just as Hiccup was about to use the Floo powder, Rapunzel cried out,

"What about Maximus?"

The teenagers stopped and talked for a minute. After a long discussion, including debating whether they should try transfiguring him again, it was decided that he could find his own way back to Hogwarts. He'd be able to go faster with no people on him. Rapunzel and Jack went to tell the horse, leaving Merida and Hiccup to awkwardly refuse any more bread and soup.

* * *

><p>As Rapunzel and Jack walked to find the horse, Rapunzel turned to Jack, "So...your home is nice."<p>

"No, it's not," Jack said, kicking a rock, "Not compared to your Tower, or Merida's Castle. That's why I didn't want you guys coming here. I didn't want you to know."

"Why? It's just different."

"Everything about me is different. I hate it. I just...I don't fit in anywhere."

"You always seemed to fit in before."

"We were kids then! Kids fit anywhere. It didn't matter. But this year, this year was worse than the others. We were taking different classes. None of my electives had you guys in them. I have powers that you guys don't have. My hair is different. I'm not even a full human!"

"I have powers that the others don't have, too. And my hair," Rapunzel reminded him. "But it never made me feel like an outcast. Even if I do have to spend every summer alone in my tower. At least you don't have to hide your power. No one pretends you don't exist."

"I guess," Jack said.

"And anyway. I love your home. It may not be a palace, but your mother and sister are really nice. And you can go anywhere from here. There's no one around my tower. It's so lonely when Mother is away. At least this summer I shall have Pascal."

"Glad you like him. Still, if we could have helped it, I wouldn't have brought you home with me."

"You should be happy you came home. I noticed you lost your shoes. I figured you can grab another pair before we return to school."

Jack quieted and stuck his hands in his pockets.

"That's the thing," he said softly. "I don't have other shoes. That was my only pair."

"Oh no! Maybe we could cast _Accio_?" Rapunzel suggested.

"Don't. It's not worth it. The shoes were too small anyway. I was going to give them to Emma soon...but then they got burned in that fire."

"Oh..." Rapunzel thought.

"I can't afford new shoes...and if I could, I would buy them for Emma, not myself. I'm already the freak at school with white hair who can make snow. I might as well be the freak at school who doesn't wear shoes."

Rapunzel tried to think of a solution, but before she could come up with any ideas they spotted Maximus. He was still giving the children a ride, but when he saw them he stopped and stood at attention. Rapunzel and Jack helped the kids down, much to their protests. They then explained what they wanted Maximus to do. The horse nodded and took off. Rapunzel hoped he wouldn't have any trouble getting back to Hogwarts. She and Jack walked in silence back to his house.

Jack's mother was fussing over his sister, who looked a little annoyed at the attention. Merida was laughing, probably because it wasn't her mother being attentive. Hiccup was just smiling watching the scene. When Jack and Rapunzel came in, everyone quieted and the teenagers all took a handful of the Floo powder. There was just enough for the four of them; Jack wouldn't have any left for a future trip. It was decided that the girls would go first. Merida picked the place. _The Boar's Head Pub_.

Rapunzel threw down her Floo powder, stated the location, and off she went.

* * *

><p>Jack was the last one to come through the fireplace. He tumbled out onto the stone floor of the shady establishment. Several ex-Vikings stood around them. Rapunzel and Merida were standing up, trying to explain what happened.<p>

"Please," Rapunzel pleaded. "We need to get back to Hogwarts. We have something important to tell the professors!"

"Need to tell them you were skippin', no doubt," a little man with a long white beard and a drunken-looking expression said.

"Cut it out, Shorty," the Hook Handed Thug said. "Kids skippin' don't use Floo powder."

"Out of our way!" Merida demanded. "We need to go."

The men stepped back and the children ran out of the building and up the street towards Hogwarts.

"That was really impressive, the way you got them to listen to you," Hiccup commented.

"Maybe your mum's lessons are paying off," Rapunzel said.

"Yeah, right," Merida scoffed. The kids kept running until they ran smack dab into the Captain of the Guard.

The man stood in shock for only a moment, "Princess Rapunzel! We've been searching for you everywhere! The whole school is on lock down!"

He grabbed her wrist and starting dragging the girl back to the castle.

"Hello! Other princess who was missing for just as long here!" Merida complained. Jack rolled his eyes and chased after Rapunzel.

"You're to go straight to Gothel," the Captain of the Guard said. "She's been frantic ever since you left."

"Wait, I need to see the Sandman!" Rapunzel cried.

"Actually, I think we should see the headmaster," Hiccup argued.

"I was thinking the heads of house," Merida said, "'cept for Bunnymund. I don't need a lecture on skipping my responsibilities."

"Gothel is your legal guardian; your parents entrusted you to her care. You are to go to her," the Captain replied.

"Please," Rapunzel begged. "You're the best solider in the entire army, surely you could do anything. Can't you get us an audience with the Sandman, or headmaster?"

The guard considered her, "You are to go to Gothel...but I suppose I could have them meet you there, once you are back in her care."

The kids were escorted to the infirmary where Gothel was waiting. She ran up and hugged Rapunzel.

"Thank goodness you're okay," Gothel said. Rapunzel was squished in her bosom, "I was so worried about you. Don't you ever run away again!"

"Yes, Mother,"

"Good, now come, I'll make you some tea." Gothel finally noticed the others, "Shouldn't you be getting back to your own houses?"

"Actually," Rapunzel said, "they're going to wait here. We need to speak with some of the professors."

"Ha ha, don't be ridiculous, Rapunzel! Why would any of the professors want to talk to you? You've already wasted their time with this ridiculous game. Come, Rapunzel."

Gothel started to drag her off. Jack jumped up and got in her way.

"You sure you want to leave with her?" he threatened. "After all, when we talk to the professors, I may just have to explain why Rapunzel isn't with us...and who knows how much I'd say."

Gothel scowled, "Fine. Stay, if you want, Rapunzel. But I am going to stay with you."

* * *

><p>Pitch Black frowned as he made his way to the infirmary. It was bad enough the kids hadn't been eaten by his dragon, but to have them be calling a meeting of the entire staff was really pushing the limit.<p>

Pitch was sure they would try to get him kicked out, but he didn't doubt that he could counter any arguments they set forth.

Pitch was one of the last professors to enter the infirmary. Bunny and Tooth stood near their charges. Sandy was floating around, picture-talking with Manny. Katherine and Ombric stood to the side having a discussion. The only professor Pitch couldn't see was Emily Jane. Luckily the girl had the sense to stay neutral in this matter, too.

"Oy, kids, I hope this is good," Bunnymund said.

"This reminds me of a story," Katherine commented. "I say we listen."

"Agreed," Ombric said. "No harm will come from listening. And I would very much like to hear where these children have been in the past 24 hours. We know they were not in school."

"Yes. What have they been up to? Children do have the strangest adventures," Manny observed.

The kids began to recount their tale, taking turns. Pitch only half listened. He'd been following them and their fears close enough that he knew what had happened. The only thing that surprised him was Jack's encounter with Flynn Rider. After expelling Flynn, Pitch had forgotten the boy. It seemed that that was a mistake; one he wouldn't make again.

"So...Flynn told me that Professor Black was building an army of horses, and he was trying to kill us."

Pitch smirked, "What else would you expect a disgruntled student to say? Flynn had problems from day one. I'm sure you all remember when I alerted you to his name change. He promised me that he would modify his behavior. But he didn't. He still took pride in making trouble. I threatened to expel him if he didn't change his ways. Much like Jack, he took the threat for a full expulsion and left."

"You never said that before," Jack said. "You told me he left for personal reasons!"

"Excuse me for respecting the privacy of a fellow Slytherin. Some of us do have manners, you know. It's generally not polite to talk about student's punishments in front of other students."

"You didn't exactly extend that courtesy to me," Jack said.

"I already told you. I've never had a student quite so disobedient as you. I had to experiment with alternative forms of punishment, to avoid jumping straight to expulsion. If you would have behaved from the start, then there wouldn't have been a problem. You brought it on yourself."

"Look, kids, you can argue with the professor on your own time, but I'm more interested in the validity of your claims," Ombric said. "It sounds like all you have to go on is that your friend pointed his finger at Professor Black."

"Well...yes. But we definitely saw the army Flynn was talking about. Those nightmare horses attacked us," Rapunzel explained.

"And you're sure that's what he meant?" Katherine asked. "Flynn said he knew about an army of horses?"

"No. He said an army in the woods. We saw the horses there and assumed," Jack said.

"Sandman checked the woods. He couldn't find anything...well, anything more dangerous than the wild creatures. There wasn't any army. And he checked out all the professors, including Pitch Black, right?" Manny Lunanoff asked. Sandman nodded.

"Besides, what reason would I have to be building an army?" Pitch asked. He was glad to see the other professors were reluctant to believe the children. This might be easier than he thought.

"Flynn said you were building an army to battle the Guardians," Merida said. Instantly half of the eyes in the room narrowed. Okay, maybe not so easy.

Pitch scowled, "And who, pray tell, are the Guardians?"

"I think Sanderson Mansnoozie is one. But other than him...we aren't really sure," Hiccup said. He turned to Sandman, "We were kinda hoping you could tell us."

"I don't even know who or what the Guardians are, let alone have any plans to battle them," Pitch sneered. "Flynn probably just got that name out of a book."

"It seems like an awfully big coincidence," Toothiana said. "Fearlings first and now talk of the Guardians? History seems to be repeating itself."

"Please, the boy probably heard about the Fearlings from his friends at school. Perhaps he heard that the Guardians were involved in the original Fearling attacks and decided to frame me."

"Flynn didn't mention the Fearlings. He said that you were trying to kill us," Jack said.

"I'm sorry, kids. It just sounds too far fetched," Headmaster Ombric said. "Even if you were right, and Professor Black did have some gripe with the Guardians, we'd have no idea why. Now, if you had a witness. If you could bring this Flynn Rider before us so we could give him a truth serum."

"We got separated in Arendelle," Jack said. "I lost him."

"With no witnesses, we just can't believe you," Ombric concluded.

"Witnesses you say?" Emily Jane materialized in front of everyone. "I believe it is time I spoke out. I know why Professor Black would have a problem with the Guardians. And I know who made the Fearlings. Guardians, Professor Pitch Black is my father, Kozmotis Pitchiner."

Pitch did the only thing he could, he turned and fled.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: One more chapter left! That means the polls are closing on Thursday, so this is your last chance to vote for the winner of the house cup.**

**Big Fan: It is probably not going to be part of my story, but in an effort to cover every possible loose end, I'll answer it anyway. Elsa's magic can be melted by any fire. This is canon, as Olaf started to melt in _Frozen_. As for why no one attempted to undo her winter with fire...for the same reason we don't get rid of real, non magic winters by lighting fires.**

**Big Fan: As for the dragon, they let it go and have no knowledge of where it ended up. So it could be Hookfang. Or not. Only the dragon knows.**

**David Gale: Night Furies are supposed to be really rare. Hiccup says nobody has ever seen one. While I would love to give Toothless a cameo, I don't think it would make sense. Don't worry, Hiccup gets Toothless at 15, so only one more year to wait.**


	21. The Guardians

"Your dad?!" Jack exclaimed. Several of the professors had set off in search of Black, but a few, including Serephina a.k.a. Emily Jane and Katherine, stayed with the four students and Gothel.

"Yes," Emily Jane said. "Much as I loathe to admit it. I would much have preferred to stay out of this, of course, but I felt it was time to speak."

"I suppose you couldn't be bothered when the first Fearling showed up," Katherine huffed.

"It is not my place to intervene. I am no Guardian. And are you not surprised by my appearance?"

"Please. A fake name couldn't hide you. Both Nightlight and Tooth can tell when you're watching them. You really didn't think we'd notice?"

"But...you didn't say anything. Not even during the Fearling incident."

"We're not like your dad. We're the good guys. We know you were estranged before he learned how to make Fearlings. But we didn't think you would keep the fact that he was hiding right under our noses a secret."

"I do not intervene in the affairs of my father or the Guardians."

"And you couldn't tell Sandman, I suppose? After all, you were such great friends before," said Katherine as she rolled her eyes.

"There was no reason to tell him. All the children were found safely. How would you feel if it were your precious Ombric? Would you be so quick to betray?"

"I wouldn't have to. Ombric would never do something so horrible."

"But if he did? If he did, how could you choose? You couldn't. I couldn't. So I stayed out of it. If Sandman could catch my father, so be it. If my father could evade him, that is fine as well. I will not get involved. Sanderson respected my wishes to be uninvolved."

"Why now?" Hiccup asked. "Was it something I said?"

"No. It was Jack," she announced. "I grew rather fond of the boy, due to his ice powers. I was watching as you convinced my father to undo his expulsion. And I followed you."

"You followed us?" Merida asked. The professor nodded.

"I saw what happened when Jack met his father. Since my own paternal relationship is a bit rocky, I suppose I was pulling for you."

"Wait!" Jack said. "You were watching us? Then you saw us get caught in that tempest?"

"Yes. I'm afraid that was my fault. I saw what you were trying to do. I decided to help. Apparently our powers are not so compatible. While I could have blown you to England, or you could have done it, apparently by trying together we created that."

"How can you create wind? Are you an ice elf, too?" Rapunzel asked.

"I don't suppose they know who we truly are," Katherine said. "Are you going to tell them?"

"I am Mother Nature," Emily Jane confessed.

"I am Mother Goose," Katherine announced, "and I am one of the Guardians."

"The Guardians?" Merida said. "So, what are the Guardians and why is Pitch Black against them?"

"We're the Guardians of Childhood. We are supposed to be protecting the innocence of childhood. You know, their wonder, hope, memories, and dreams. That sort of thing. We formed specifically to combat Kozmotis Pitchiner when he started turning children into Fearlings the first time. We thought we had defeated him for good. Apparently we were wrong."

"But why would anyone want to turn children into Fearlings?" Merida asked.

"My father is a complicated man. Ever since the Fearlings consumed him…I cannot explain him. This has been a trying day for me. I would like to go."

The professor's hair swirled and she disappeared.

"I'll never understand her," Katherine said, shaking her head. "Now, you kids have had a very long day, and it doesn't sound like you've slept in a day or two. Your questions can wait. I suggest you go to bed."

"What about Professor Black?" Jack asked.

"Don't mention what has happened. We will make a formal announcement tomorrow, but it would disrupt the school now. I'm sure Slytherin House can manage without a head of house for one night."

"Oh, I don't think you know us very well," Jack said to himself. Nevertheless, he headed to bed. As he walked down to the dungeon, there was no movement. At all. All the other students were asleep. Some in beds, some in chairs, some on the floor. It looked like a scene out of Sleeping Beauty. Jack suspected that the Sandman had put the whole castle to sleep, probably to ensure that no one got in the way during their search. As soon as Jack's head hit the pillow, he joined them in dreamland, with a blissful dream full of snowball fights and dolphins.

* * *

><p>Hiccup flipped through his books. Pitch had escaped a month ago. The school year was almost over. Final exams were completed. Now that Pitch Black's plan had been revealed, there was nothing left for him to research.<p>

Sure, he had given the whole 'Guardians' thing another search in the library, but there really wasn't much about them in the books. All he really knew about them was that several of the professors belonged to that organization. Once or twice, during Care of Magical Creatures, he had tried to ask Professor Katherine about it, but she just brushed him off. Apparently getting Pitch busted didn't entitle him to confidential information.

Sandman had gone to search for Pitch Black outside Hogwarts. Maximus had made it back safely. The Guards were staying until the end of the term, but they wouldn't be back next year. The King and Queen of Corona had apparently decided they were no longer necessary at the school.

Hiccup set his books down. It was time to pack up anyway. As he put each book back in his trunk, he thought of the classes he'd taken.

Potions lessons hadn't been canceled for the remainder of the year, but they were a bit of a joke. The substitute professor alternated by whichever professor had that hour off. Usually it was Wilhelm Grimm, the flying instructor, as he only taught first years and thus had a lot of spare time. Clearly, he had only barely passed Potions when he was in school. Most classes consisted of simply reading out of the book. Not that anyone minded. Even the students who were good at Potions, like Hiccup, seemed glad Pitch was gone.

Herbology had been weird since Pitch left, too. Emily Jane was more prone to snapping at students who got wrong answers, and especially anyone who asked questions. Hiccup liked Herbology, but he was kind of glad that it was almost over. Now that he knew she was Mother Nature, he was more than happy to steer clear of her.

Care of Magical Creatures hadn't changed too much. If Professor Katherine was bothered by the fact that Pitch was on the loose, she didn't let it show. Hiccup was kind of sad that they hadn't talked about dragons more in that class but, other than that, he enjoyed it. And maybe, for the non-Viking students, dragons really weren't a third year subject. He wondered when they would get to them.

Hiccup packed up his Defense Against the Dark Arts book, his Astronomy books, Arithmancy and History books. He'd been okay in all of them. Not a natural, by any means, but solid enough that he didn't fear flunking.

Transfiguration was a different story, he could still barely do the matchstick to needle spell. Maybe if he had been able to do that he could have transfigured something into a weapon to fend off that dragon. He really liked Rapunzel, but having her defeat the dragon when he couldn't...he was glad that nobody on Berk had seen that. If he wanted to kill a dragon, he would have to start carrying some kind of weapon. If only there were one he could lift.

Hiccup packed his charms supplies next. It was too bad his levitation spell wasn't stronger. If it was, maybe he could levitate the heavier weapons. But no. He could barely lift his books with the stupid spell, let alone anything he made in the forge.

What he needed was something that could lift things for him. As Hiccup picked up his Ancient Runes book, a sketch fell out. It was of his lifting weapon. Maybe that was what he needed. No more classes. No more trying to figure out who made the Fearlings, or what Professor Black was up to. No more trying to be chief. Hiccup pulled out the sketch and tucked it in his pocket. That was what he would work on next. All it needed was a good name. A name like _The Mangler_!

* * *

><p>Rapunzel looked around her room. It was almost all packed up. She was kinda sad to leave Hogwarts. It would be harder to keep Pascal hidden in her tower but she had no doubt she could do it.<p>

Gothel very rarely spent time there. As long as Pascal used his chameleon ability to hide, Mother would never need to know.

Rapunzel bent down and noticed Pascal was sitting in her shoes. She felt bad for Jack. She hadn't realized that he was so poor. She knew Gothel would try to say that Jack was only using her for her money and influence, but Rapunzel didn't believe it for a second.

Jack had been going to and from classes barefoot for the past few weeks. Rapunzel had offered him a few pence to go down and buy some shoes in Hogsmeade, but Jack wouldn't take them. He was too proud.

Still she wanted to help. Rapunzel scooped Pascal out of her shoes, putting him on her shoulder, then grabbed the shoes and ran off.

Jack was sitting outside breaking the burned branches off the end of his broom. Combine those with the ones that had already broken off and his broom was rapidly becoming a staff.

He looked up in time to see the girl approaching. Rapunzel held out her shoes.

"Jack, I know you said your sister needed new shoes. I've decided to get rid of these. I thought you'd make sure they got good use."

"No thanks, Rapunzel," Jack said without stopping. "I've arranged it with Professor Pitchiner. She's taking over as Head of Slytherin house, so she'll have less time to be groundskeeper. Since I did such a good job before, and especially since I have weather powers, too, and can stay out in the cold longer, she's offered me the job. If I keep up the grounds here, she's going to pay me. I should be able to afford new shoes for Emma. Nice shoes."

"And your own shoes?"

"Don't need them," Jack said. "Turns out being barefoot is way more comfortable than wearing shoes that don't fit. And anyway, no one can steal my feet and throw them into the fire."

"Then take my shoes," Rapunzel offered again. "As long as you don't wear shoes, then I won't either. I won't let you be alone in this."

"Punzie-"

"No arguments, Jack. If I have to write to my parents and make it a law that no princess is allowed to wear shoes, I will!"

"Thanks." Jack dropped his staff and hugged the girl.

"You know, as long as I'm not going to wear these shoes, you may as well let your sister have them. I know they'll be a bit big at first, but I'm sure she'll grow into them."

Jack nodded and took the shoes. Rapunzel wondered if she should leave, but Jack still looked pensive.

"Is something else wrong?" she asked.

"It's just...I'm worried about Flynn. He seemed like he was in real trouble with those guards, and what if Pitch goes after him?"

"You know...now that Pitch has been exposed, I'll bet Flynn could come back, if he wanted to."

"He probably doesn't even know what we've done." Jack sighed. Rapunzel looked up. Grazing nearby was the horse.

"I bet we could ask Maximus to find him," Rapunzel suggested. The teenagers went over to the horse. Rapunzel spoke to him.

"You're a very good boy, aren't you Maximus, and you'd do anything to help me, wouldn't you?" The horse nodded.

"Well, we need you to find someone for us."

* * *

><p>Jack felt a lot better now that Maximus was on the case. And having shoes for Emma...that was a godsend. Rapunzel had healed Emma, and now was giving her shoes. To top it off, she was willing to make a spectacle of herself by going barefoot just like him. He couldn't imagine having a better friend.<p>

Jack decided to head down to the Slytherin dungeon and start packing his trunk. When Mother Nature took over as head of Slytherin she put a stop to the other students' bullying of Jack.

It wasn't that she was on his side, so much. She ignored much of what Jack did, but when Derek tried to blackmail Jack by telling her that Jack had used his ice powers, she gave Derek the detention. Still, she couldn't stop everything. Derek was in their dorm room when Jack came in.

"I've written to my father," Derek said coldly.

"Good to know. Now I won't have to bother writing to him," Jack said, focusing on his own trunk.

"The House of Gaunt has a lot of pull in this school, you know," Derek said. "I bet I can get you expelled."

"Your efforts this year have been remarkable. I'd like to see you top that."

"You'll see. You're still a freak! Salazar Slytherin may not have been able to get mudbloods kicked out...but I don't think the school should accept ice elves."

Jack almost dropped the book he was holding. Aside from his friends, he hadn't told anyone about his father. Derek seemed to pick up on it. He smirked.

"Professor Black told us all about you," he said. "About why you have such freaky little powers. My father should have no problems convincing the school that an ice elf is too dangerous to have around."

Jack ignored Derek. Nothing good could come from acknowledging him. Eventually Derek did get bored with his game and left to go find someone else to pick on. Jack finished packing his trunk, all but his staff as he would need it to fly home. Jack went to find a professor, taking his staff with him so Derek couldn't damage it. They wouldn't expel him for being an ice elf, would they?

He found a group of professors gathered in the teacher's lounge. Professor Pitchiner, Katherine Shalazar, Headmaster Ombric, Bunnymund, Toothiana, and Manny Lunanoff.

"Jack?" Toothiana said, being the first to notice him. "Did you want something?"

"Um...yes," Jack said coming in. He stood awkwardly, leaning on his staff. "Does being part ice-elf affect anything?"

"Of course not," the headmaster said. "I know it's surprising, but not all of us are humans. We would never turn away a capable young mind who had the ability and desire to learn."

"Where would you get the idea that we would? Sweetie, if we didn't accept ice elves, you never would have gotten the letter in the first place," Toothiana said. "Letters go out to all eligible students."

"It's just, this one kid said I was too dangerous to stay at school."

"I've told you before, Jack. You do not have problems controlling your powers," Professor Pitchiner said. "You are no more dangerous than any other Hogwarts student."

"What about when our powers combined? On the ocean?"

"An unfortunate accident that was as much my fault as it was yours. You needn't be concerned about it."

"I would feel a lot better if I could be sure," Jack said. "Is there any way we can be sure I won't accidentally lose control?"

The professors all looked thoughtful. It was Bunnymund who spoke first, "Well...the only way to be totally sure is to bind your powers."

"Binding powers...We haven't done that in a long time," Manny said.

"Bunny, are you sure it's a good idea?" Katherine asked.

"You 'eard the anklebiter, he wants this."

"What exactly is power binding?" Jack asked.

"It's when we lock your powers into an object, like a wand. You still have the power, but you can't access it unless you're using the object. That way you'll only do things consciously."

"So...if I put the power in, say, this staff, I would be normal unless I had the staff?"

"Almost. The power is still technically inside you, so you might still be able to use it, but it would be muted. If you can cause blizzards with your staff, you'd only be able to cause ice without it."

"Perfect. That's exactly what I want," Jack said.

"Very well, we will grant your request," Headmaster Ombric said. Jack handed him his staff. The professor examined it. "This is a fine choice, it appears there is some unicorn hair already inside it."

The professor started chanting. Jack could feel his energy draining into the staff. The staff glowed as the professor finished. Jack felt a little weak, but the second his hand touched his staff he felt better again; whole again.

"You and the staff are connected now," Ombric explained. "If it gets damaged, you will feel it."

"Now, your powers are still inside you, not the staff, of course. It just acts as a conductor," Manny added. "If you are ever really in need, you will be able to overcome the block with concentration."

"Thank you," Jack said, bowing. He was glad for the block. Not only would this prevent him from accidentally lashing out against Derek, but if he truly was the reason Emma got sick, this should keep it from happening again. Jack hoped.

He left the professors to their meeting and went down to find his friends, and show them his cool new staff.

* * *

><p>Merida slid down the grand staircase on her way to the End-of-the-Year Feast. This might just be her last chance to enjoy herself. She wasn't going to waste it. Bunnymund had kinda eased up on her now that he was distracted trying to find Pitch, but her mum hadn't. She still got letter after letter telling her about this and that and what to do.<p>

It was destined to be a very boring summer. Mum was going to meet her at the train station, so this was the last night where she didn't have to be a princess. She was going to make the most of it.

She sat at the Gryffindor table, close to her friend Todd, and close to the Ravenclaw table where Rapunzel was sitting. She waited for the announcement of house points, but unlike previous years, it wasn't the first thing mentioned. Today, it was not the headmaster who spoke, but rather the astronomy professor Manny Lunanoff.

"Well, students, it seems we are at the end of the year," he said. "As you all know, Professor Black was found responsible for the Fearling attacks last year. I urge you all to be careful on your journey home. You must not fear. I see dangerous things in the future, but know that Hogwarts will always welcome you. Be safe over the summer and I hope to see all of you, except the seventh years, next year."

That was a first. Manny Lunanoff rarely talked. Merida wondered if he was one of the Guardians? Ombric then got up and started talking about the house cup. Merida forgot all about the Guardians.

Slytherin won. Merida sulked and looked across the room at Jack. He was cheering with the rest of his house. He almost looked like he belonged with them. She might have been happy for him if she didn't hate the other Slytherins so much.

Soon the festivities were finished and the children were on the train. Only a few hours left where she could comfortably slouch. Rapunzel and Jack were playing 'spot the chameleon'. Hiccup worked on his sketch. Merida polished her bow.

"So...what do you think of the announcement?" Hiccup prompted.

"I don't know, it was weird," Rapunzel said as she found Pascal for the tenth time. "What do you think it means?"

"I think it means they haven't caught him yet," Hiccup said. "He wants to make war with the Guardians, at least one of which is a professor. He might attack the school again."

"He wants to kill us. At least, me and Merida," Jack said. "We should be on our guard. I was attacked by the Black Horses on my way home once already. Just be careful. I know I'm ready to fight them off again if they come anywhere near my village."

"Speaking of your village," Rapunzel said, "I was wondering...do you get enough food there?"

"Well, no one's died of starvation since I was seven, so I have to say, yes. It is a bit scarce at times, especially this year,...but nothing epidemic. And now that I'm working for Professor Pitchiner, she has an interest in keeping our town afloat. I have a feeling Mother Nature will keep our crops from failing this year."

"I was thinking, if you should ever have need, just write to me. It's my understanding that Corona is fairly well off. I'm sure we have some extra. And I do believe that if I wanted to send you something, I could ask the Captain of the Guard to do it."

"Oh he'd do it alright," Merida sulked, "and ignore everyone else in the process. 'Rapunzel wants this! Rapunzel wants that! I swear that guy is in love with you."

"He was just doing his job," Rapunzel said defensively.

"Oh, Aye, and his job includes ignoring me. What's the point of being a princess if I can't get anyone to do things?"

"Maybe you should act more like a princess," Jack said, "instead of being so whiny. All you've done all year is complain about your mum, or your classes, or Professor Bunnymund."

"Have not!"

"Have too!"

"Have not!"

"Have too!"

"Have not!"

Rather than continuing to argue, Jack threw a snowball at her.

"No fair! I can't make a snowball out of thin air."

Jack smirked and grabbed his staff. It started snowing in their cabin. Rapunzel and Hiccup got into their trunks and pulled out their winter cloaks. Merida scooped up a handful of snow and chucked it right at Jack's face.

It may have been the start of the summer, but the kids pulled into the Hogwarts station after a long play of winter fun. Merida saw her mum waiting, impatiently tapping her foot. And to think of all the lectures on princesses being 'patient'. Apparently those don't apply to the Queen.

Summer was only beginning, and yet she knew it was over. There would be no more fun, only boring lessons. Merida watched as her friends took off. Hiccup in a boat, Rapunzel in the floo, Jack on his staff. Nothing exciting would happen this summer without them. She was the Princess, the example, she had duties, responsibilities, expectations. From this point on, her whole life was planned out. Silently she resigned herself to her fate and left with her mum.

* * *

><p>Pitch Black hid in the shadows of the Castle of Arendelle. After being driven out of Hogwarts by his own daughter, he'd come here. Princess Elsa was a fairly consistent source of fear. She alone could keep him strong. But that wasn't enough. He would never be able to take out all the Guardians on the fear of one sixteen year old.<p>

If he wanted to succeed in his battle, he would need more fear...and what caused more fear than war? Pitch smiled to himself. If he could get a war started, that should distract the Guardians as well as present a near constant source of fear. Not to mention the possibilities for revenge.

Yes, he wanted revenge. Not on Emily Jane. He loved her too much to try, but on the boy she betrayed him for. He would get his revenge on Jack Frost if it was the last thing he did. He'd already planted the seeds of fear in Jack's town. All it would take was a little expansion of that.

Besides Jack, Pitch would have to get revenge on that girl, Princess Merida. He had already set his plan for her into action. Then it was just that Viking boy. Gothel would take care of the sun child.

The last person he wanted revenge on he was already well on his way to taking out. Pitch looked at the two men before him.

The redheaded twins, one with sideburns and the other with an eye patch, gave wicked scowls as they looked back.

"So, you said you had a business deal for us?" the twin without an eye patch said.

"Not a deal so much, more like a suggestion," Pitch said.

"We're listening," the same twin said.

"There's a boy, a thief, hiding in a cottage not far from here. He's a wizard."

"So?"

"Tell me, Mr. Stabbington, wouldn't thieving be easier if you could just levitate objects away? Or conjure money out of nowhere?"

"I guess. So this kid is a good thief? What's the proposition?"

"The boy has the talent, but he doesn't use his powers properly. I'm no thief. I'd have no use for the boy. But I would feel much better knowing he was under your wing. And just think of all the things you could make him steal for you."

The brothers smiled. Pitch gave them directions to the cottage where Flynn Rider was trapped in a heavy nightmare sand induced sleep. The Stabbington brothers weren't that bright, but they should be able to keep control of Flynn. The boy wouldn't be getting in his way again.

* * *

><p>"Poor Eugene." -R<p>

"Poor Eugene? What about poor Merida? I had to go home with me Mum! I had to be a princess, an example-" -M

"Aw, shut up, Merida. You didn't have it so bad!" -J

"No? Look what happened to me Mum over the summer."-M

"Entirely your fault. And, anyway, what about me? I had to put up with Pitch, Gothel, Derek, the other Slytherins, the pastor, the -" -J

"Yeah, yeah, I get it, you were miserable." -M

"You know, you could have come to us." -H

"I tried, you were all too busy." - J

"Blame me mother. She's responsible for ever single day of my life!" - M

"How did this get so off topic? I thought we were talking about me?" -E

"Sorry, dear. You know we all love you." -R

"And anyway, I truly had it worst. I barely got any screen time." -E

"Well, as you said, this isn't your story." -H

"But now that I'm part of the action, I will be in it more...I hope. My years of putting up with those brothers better not be in vain!" -E

"If you hadn't survived it, you wouldn't have ended up with me. Isn't that worth it?" -R

"Ah, well, I guess I did get the happiest ending. Anyone else want to take a turn as lead narrator?" -E

"I'll give it a go. Some say our destiny is tied to the land, as much a part of us as we are a part of it." -M

"You know, this is starting to sound very familiar..." -H

"Others say fate is woven together like a cloth, so that one's destiny intertwines with many others." -M

"Yeah, I'm sure I've heard this somewhere before." -J

"It's the one thing we search for, or fight to change. Some never find it, but there are those who are led…" -M

* * *

><p><strong>AN: To hear the rest of Merida's narration, please refer to the movie _Brave_ at this time. Also, coming shortly to a URL near you will be my One Shot: Brave. I will post a teaser chapter with the link very soon (likely next week or the week after).**

**The final tally of the house points was: 39 Hufflepuff, 173 Slytherin, 4 Ravenclaw, 5 Gryffindor.**

**Big Fan: I always reply to guest reviews. For the longest time I didn't have an account, either - not until I wanted to start posting. I understand not having an account, so I always try to accommodate those who choose not to. The only time I won't answer your question is if you ask something that would be a spoiler.**

**Annoyed Person: Hiccup got Toothless over summer, judging from the lack of snow in a place described as a few degrees short of freezing to death. He got Toothless when he was 15. Since students start Hogwarts at 11, if his birthday is in February, that puts HTTYD between years 4 and 5. I decided early on that movie canon would always take precedence over book canon. I'm only using the book to fill out the background. And anyway, Cressida Cowell made a mistake there. Hiccup was 10 and a half at the start of the first book. As the book starts in winter and ends in spring, a February 29th birthday would mean he was 11 by the end. The next 3 books could take place that summer, then book 4 is in winter, and book 5 is in summer. Hiccup should be 12 here. But he celebrates his 12th birthday in book 6, after another winter. **


	22. Teaser

To Lords Dingwall, Macguffin, and Macintosh:

As you know, it is the custom of our land for the princess to chose a suitor when she reaches a certain age. My daughter Merida is almost of that age. We will be hosting the annual Highland games this year. Come, and bring with you your first born sons, so that they may compete to win the Princess's hand, and uphold the traditions of our land.

- Queen Elinor

* * *

><p>Dear Rapunzel, Merida, and Jack:<p>

Hey guys, it's kinda boring around here. The other kids on the island are all off training to be part of the fire brigade. I'd love if you could come visit. Maybe we can meet at Diagon Alley and you can come home with me?

- Hiccup

**A/N:**

**The Brave one shot can be found at:**** ww w_fanfiction_net/s/11298432/1/Hogwarts-Brave**

**Also, the prologue of Year Four: The Big Four and the Order of the Guardians can be found at: w ww. fanfiction_net/s/11298411/1/The-Big-Four-and-the-Order-of-the-Guardians (Replace underscores with dots)**

**Less annoyed: Everything I've seen about the movie says it takes place 5 years after the first one, not 9. Since Hiccup is 20 in the 2nd one, that makes him 15 in the first one.**

**David Gale: Thanks for the tip. I thought they both had sideburns. It's been corrected. About your second review: No, Ombric has a parental relationship with Mother Goose, not an evil one, hence the comparison. All of this will be fleshed out more when I get to the Guardians' backstories in Year 4.**

**Big Fan: No worries, it's always nice to get a late review, it reminds me to keep writing. Thanks, now I know that if I can ever actually finish a non-fanfiction story, I have at least one buyer.**

**Book Reader: It is not possible to be true to both the books and the movies. Not only is Toothless a different species and size, but Hiccup's mom doesn't even have the same name or story. This fandom was spurred by the Dreamworks movie, not the books, so it makes more sense to go with that as the official record of what happened. I only include the book when it doesn't directly conflict with what happens in the movies. If it makes you feel better, I've heard the fan theory that Movie!Hiccup is Hiccup the 1st and Book!Hiccup is Hiccup the 3rd. You could assume then that all this is a prologue to the book series.**

**Dragonbreath: It's only been one week. And I posted two stories to make up for it. But it will be a while before I'm ready to continue updates on Year 4. I don't have as much time as I did when I started this series (I hate being a grown up), but I'm still committed to continuing this series. Hopefully you won't have to wait too long.**


End file.
